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Cucked in the Tropics Ch. 01

*** Disclaimer ***

The following story is a work of fiction. It contains themes of cheating, cuckoldry, voyeurism, exhibitionism and NTR. If this isn't the fetish for you, don't waste your time flooding my inbox with hate mail-- it'll only make me want to write and post MORE cuck stuff (unless, of course, that's your goal...)

Otherwise, I love hearing from fans, and welcome any suggestions, thoughts, criticisms, or fantasy ideas. Enjoy!

***

CUCKED IN THE TROPICS Ch. 01

***

"I'm not sure this is what I was picturing," Callie admitted, the moment they stepped off the plane and onto the concourse. The airport was stifling hot, and the temperature hit them both like a slap in the face. More than just the heat, it was never more apparent that they weren't in the United States any longer. It was crowded, disorganized, loud, and there were more members of other ethnicities than she had seen in her 26 years in Indiana. Here, she and her husband were the minorities.

"Honey, that's racist," Jake corrected her.

Her eyes widened for a moment and a splash of color appeared across her bright apple cheeks. She looked around at the masses with an apologetic look in her eye. Jake took a moment to savor her discomfort. Callie always did have a very expressive face. Each emotion played across her features, more animated than a Disney princess in a cartoon. And her look of self-questioning embarrassment was one of his favorites. She had a way of darting her head around like an anxious puppy during 4th of July fireworks.

"I just meant, I didn't expect it to be like..."

"A third world country?" He asked.

She reddened again, fearful that someone might overhear their hushed voices. "Now who's being the racist?" she said uneasily, feeling wildly out of place. Indeed, both she and Jake stood out quite a bit in this crowd. Both were fair-skinned with strawberry blonde hair. Their features were very similar. They could have passed for brother and sister, although they weren't. They were newly weds. Callie's straight blonde hair hung down to nearly to her waist. The color was natural, not a hint of dye to it, and she had never done anything daring with it before, why start now? An inch or two longer, and she might have looked like a religious zealot living on a cult compound. Instead, her lack of makeup, honest good looks, small town upbringing, and long hair made her appear like a farmer's daughter, in the most classic sense. As did her hourglass figure. While Jake didn't consider himself a shallow guy, one of the most noticeable features about Callie (save for her nervous bashful smile) was her body. A pair of plump 36DD's sat above a waist that narrowed, then widened again to accommodate full hips and a big perky ass, made perkier by the way she had this cute little tendency to walk on the balls of her feet, giving a quirky bounce to her steps. All of it was accentuated by the outfit that she'd worn for the flight down-- a sundress. From the waist up, bright red and strapless-- almost as red as her cheeks. It hugged her breasts-- if anything, making them stand out even larger and fuller than they already were. And from the waist down, a breezy playful print of red flowers over a white backdrop that stopped at her knees. It wasn't mean to be showy, but each time Jake glanced at her, his eyes were instantly drawn to the bright red, the enormous swell of her chest, and the milky skin that showed.

He thought he saw more than a few men at the airport glance her way. But that might not have just been at Callie, but at him as well.

Jake also stood out as someone not from around here. His skin was just as pale, and he wore a pastel blue short sleeve button down, and white board shorts. Callie often liked to joke that he looked like Macaulay Culkin if the former Home Alone star had grown up to actually look cute and had developed some broad shoulders on his skinny frame. They were tourists, and it was obvious to everyone in the terminal.

Jake appeared far more at ease than Callie felt at the moment. She felt lost, slapped in the face by the reality that the world was a very large place beyond their hometown.

"C'mon," Jake took her by the hand. "It'll be different once we reach the resort."

Callie looked apprehensively at the mob of bustling strangers. "Do you think it's dangerous here? I don't want to get lost in the city." She clutched her purse closer to her body as she pulled her wheelie suitcase behind her.

"We don't need to worry about that. I called the resort ahead of time. They're sending out a guide to drive us and help us settle in. Think of it like a personal butler."

They moved through the crowd until Jake spotted a man with a sign that read "Mr. and Mrs. Decker." Sign aside, he wasn't hard to spot. He towered over much of the crowd like a statue on a pedestal.

"We're the Deckers," Jake greeted the man with a disarming smile. Callie's first impression of their guide was almost immediate intimidation. He was a wall of a man-- easily 6'8". He towered over the two of them. Callie had always considered her 5'6" frame average for a woman, but next to the guide, she felt like a dwarf. Jake too. His 5'8" build suddenly didn't seem so impressive. And the guide's complexion was nearly polar opposite of the newly married couple. He was dark, exotically so. His muscles huge, the smooth black skin of his arms like iron bands, barely contained by the thin breezy white button down that he wore-- somewhat open and casual. Vacation-like. He appraised the happy couple for a moment before extending his enormous paw toward Jake.

"I'm Andre," he said pleasantly with a deep resonant voice. Callie detected an accent. It was thick. French maybe? Callie couldn't fathom a guess as to what sorts of languages and heritage were common around here. Then Andre took her hand and peered into her eyes, lips peeling back to show bright white teeth.

"This is my wife, Callie," Jake said.

Callie's hand seemed to completely disappear in the man's giant paw.

"Welcome to paradise," he said with a piercing gaze that went on for just a moment too long and left Callie dazed and shy. "I promise to take good care of you while you're staying with us."

"Thank you," she smiled bashfully. When he finally released her hand, his eyes flicked momentarily to her chest.

It was nothing that Callie hadn't experienced before. Ever since she developed, her breasts had attracted attention. Often, she used them as a ploy to make Jake run late for work, or to arouse him at inappropriate moments. The way they reduced Jake into a stammering mess of raging hormones amused her. But from a stranger it was a little different... she was still processing how she felt about it, when Andre's eyes lifted from her chest right back to her eyes. He'd been caught looking. They both knew it. But instead of apologize, or shy away, he merely smiled. Oops... no big deal, right?

After what felt an eternity, Andre stooped and retrieved her luggage. He tossed the suitcase easily over one shoulder and helped Jake lug his. The man's biceps straining the fabric of his shirt, threatening to tear through like the Hulk.

Black men were not something that Callie was accustomed to. In their high school back home, there had only been one black student in their entire graduating class of 500, and he was about as threatening and built as a Teddy Bear. When Callie had been a cheerleader during her sophomore year, even the basketball team was all white.

It wasn't that her town was deliberately racist. Sure, they had their share of cantankerous ultra conservatives who subscribed to the old world prejudices about blacks, and while growing up, Callie had heard most of them with disinterested ears, choosing to believe the best in people. But now that she was a fish out of water in this foreign land, all of those ignorant stereotypes floated to the front of her brain, whispered by men who would find their guide intimidating.

Callie reflected on all of them, as she curiously watched Andre steer them through the airport and to a waiting car. His back was broad and his posture, confident. He spoke in his deep accented voice as they walked. "The resort is very safe. But outside of the walls, I don't recommend that you travel alone. There are many pickpockets, thieves, and worse..." He cast a glance at Callie as he said this last part.

Then they were in the resort's luxury car, and on the way through town, crossing toward their little private retreat.

Jake took Callie's hand as she peered out the window, watching the city slip past. She was certainly awed.

"Not in Kansas anymore?" He asked knowingly.

She shook her head. Callie hadn't been much for traveling. Hell, she had barely traveled out of her home town, except for college. And even after college, she had moved back home, married Jake-- who she'd known since practically kindergarten when he shared his crayons with her on the first day--and recently they'd bought a house just down the street from her mother. Hell, Callie and Jake even worked for the same high school that they'd graduated from-- a rural school where students wore hunter camouflage, or letterman jackets.

Jake had been much more fearless-- going to college a few hours further from home. He'd even shown no fear climbing onto the horse for the first time at Callie's childhood home. Jake might not have been the most adventurous type, but he was up for pretty much anything that Callie found interesting. Which was how they ended up here. Before the wedding, they'd been talking about honeymoons, and Callie had shrugged in that uncertain way that she always did. "Oh, I don't know." She had said, almost afraid to commit to anything, and wishing that Jake would take the lead. But she knew that wouldn't happen. So she initiated the first suggestion. "How about some place beautiful and beachy?"

Jake had smiled, and replied, "Then let's make that happen."

Now here they were, in the back of a bumpy little rental, passing through the pothole ridden streets of an impoverished area. Their car drew glances from the passing pedestrians, and Callie felt an overwhelming urge to slouch and hide.

When she glanced forward, she caught Andre's eyes in the rearview mirror.

"So you are newly weds, ah?" He asked.

"Yep, tied the knot a few days ago," Jake admitted.

"I'm sure it was beautiful," Andre said. Once again, when Callie glanced up, she found his eyes on hers in the mirror. The heat rose to her face, and her eyes darted away, with a strange sense that Andre's would always follow-- like a hungry confident jungle cat.

"It rained the entire ceremony," Jake explained.

This earned a laugh from Andre. A deep resonant belly laugh. "I don't know if you Americans have the same expression. But rain on a wedding day is said to be good luck."

"So we've been told," Callie said with a smile. "Honestly, we moved everything into the barn and had the ceremony there. It was cozy, actually."

"She would have danced in the rain, if she had to," Jake covered her hand with his.

"Ah, a cowgirl, huh?" Andre said with a shake of his head and cluck of his tongue. "All Americans are."

"Not really," she said. "I just grew up around horses and goats."

"And dogs, and barn cats, and chickens," Jake added.

"So you are farmers?" Andre asked.

"Teachers," Jake said. "I teach ninth grade history, and Callie is a library assistant."

Andre considered this. "If you're in the library, I bet every student has taken a new found interest in reading." His eyes were on Callie as he said this, and she found the blush returning to her face. Was that a flirtation, or was it just a general compliment? She had no way of knowing.

They reached the gates of the resort, and Callie was startled by the amount of security around the place. An enormous wall set it apart from the rest of the city, with closed circuit cameras. An effort had been made to paint it in pleasant pastel shades, and adorn it with flower beds and tropical plants, but at the end of the day, they knew what it was for. They passed a guard booth, and Andre exchanged a wave with the uniformed men who raised the gate and waved him through.

Jake nudged Callie. "Cartel," he whispered from the side of his mouth. Callie rolled her eyes. It had been a running joke that their families had tried to warn them of. "All of those resorts down there are owned by the cartel." They had said. "That's why they can afford to be so luxurious and heavily guarded, and why nobody messes with the resorts. You don't fuck with the cartel."

Callie thought it was utter nonsense, spouted off by the older, more closed minded relics of her family. But that never stopped Jake from cracking jokes about it.

Beyond the gates, it was as though they'd stepped out of the drab old Kansas and into Oz. A whole new world. Sprawling greenery met with sand so white, that Callie needed sunglasses to see it. The ocean was blue-- *actual* blue-- like in a story book. Palm trees lined the walkways and paths. Callie had never seen an actual palm tree in person. Only in the movies. The gardens were lively and vivid. So many colors arranged so perfectly. Sparkling fountains of crystal clear waters danced in the sunlight. Swimming pools, tennis courts, and golf courses seemed to stretch away into eternity.

And at the center of it all, stood the hotel. It looked like a stately palace, painted in subdued colors, with bright attractive accents, and welcoming windows.

"Oh my," Callie said aloud, sounded like a Dorothy to her own ears.

"Welcome to paradise." Andre reiterated.

"It's perfect." Callie said. "I might never want to leave."

"I think you'll enjoy it here," Andre said. He was looking straight at Callie as he said it.

***

Andre helped them with their bags as he showed them to their room.

It took Callie's breath away. The honeymoon suite was on the first floor, in its own private corner of the resort. It was a bungalow style, with a thatched vaulted ceiling, and rich wood décor. The bed looked out onto two balconies on different walls. One faced the deep aqua-marine of the sea. The other faced a tropical pool, with vivid plant life and a waterfall feature. The pool wasn't heavily used, although they spotted a few sunbathers laying nearby, and a man wading waist deep in the water, sipping on a margarita. The bathroom was a frosted glass partition, with a large walk-in rainfall shower and flat stone tile work. It created the effect of showering in a tropical jungle.

"Oh wow," Callie murmured.

"I'll let you two get settled in," Andre said, and allowed a knowing grin to spread across his face. Callie blushed, but she and Jake both laughed lightly at Andre's implication. "I will be available as your personal guide during your stay here."

"What sorts of things are there to do around here?" Jake asked.

Andre's sly smile spread, and his eyes wandered to Callie suggestively. Jake didn't seem to pick up on it, but Callie did, and again was at a loss if he was being flirty or trying to make a joke.

"We have many unspoiled natural rainforests to the south of the resort, with beautiful views, waterfalls, and plant life. However, it is not recommended to go there without a guide. Wildlife is a very real danger."

Callie swallowed. Jake looked intrigued. "Any man-eating dinosaurs?"

Callie rolled her eyes. Andre didn't appear amused as he regarded the short pale white man with the full lips and straw colored hair. It was the first time Callie saw Andre's expression turn from cordial customer-service pleasantness to something more like... contempt? No. That couldn't be it. It was more like a lack of respect, the way an adult would regard an interrupting child.

"Jungle cats, poisonous snakes, and river monsters are not something to be taken lightly, Mr. Decker."

Jake nodded, looking like a guilty child who just got scolded. Callie never saw Jake fold so easily to someone who lectured him. Maybe it was Andre's towering height and impressive physique. He certainly commanded a room, the way he carried himself. Callie was pretty sure that if the building was on fire, she would listen to Andre's direction no matter how many people were trying to talk, or what he told her to do.

Andre must have sensed the atmosphere, because he changed his tone to become cheerful once again. "I am a certified scuba instructor and have a boat, so I could take you out onto the water to see some of our more beautiful reef formations," he explained.

"I always wanted to try that," Jake was enthused.

Callie shook her head, her eyes wide and fearful. She was always a bit scared of the water. "You can do that, I'll sit it out, thank you."

"We also offer zip-lining, spas and massages, we have three restaurants and bars, as well as tennis courts, five swimming pools, and a private golf course."

"Holy moly," Callie declared.

"Of course, if the newly weds want to stay in the room the whole time, I wouldn't blame you. That might be much more fun," he said, giving Jake a wink and looking Callie up and down. Under normal circumstances, she would have found such a gesture creepy. But there was something about Andre that she was much more dismissive toward his remarks. The accent maybe? It had to be. It really illustrated to her that he was of another culture, and therefore his social cues might be different than in America. That made it more forgivable.

Or maybe it was that Andre was attractive. She'd once heard that people were more forgiving toward those that they found attractive. But that raised a new thought in her head. She found Andre attractive. The realization surprised her a bit. Callie never thought of herself as racist, but she also didn't think she'd find a black man attractive. Not that it mattered, because she was married and had promised herself to Jake for the rest of her life. But the idea of this new feeling in the face a man who she didn't think would be her type was startling. It made her break down Andre's attributes in her mind, and assess each one. He was tall. Very tall. Callie knew that the attraction to tall men was instinctual desire that went all the way back to the most primitive parts of the human brain-- the need to have the biggest, strongest protector in the cave. Plus he was muscular. What woman doesn't like a set of big strong arms, and power behind them? He was well dressed. He had a bright smile. And maybe the dark skin wasn't a deal breaker after all. It was different... exotic. Like a dress that surprises her, it was definitely not something she would have picked out on her own, but if tried on, might be a huge confidence boost. Of course there was also the myth about black guys... The one stereotype about black men that seemed to be encouraged by society...

Callie shook that thought away as soon as it began to needle into her brain. Why was she thinking about this? It was the venue-- the vacation. She felt loose, free. This was a place where she could let her hair down without any kind of societal judgments or repercussions to how friends and family would see her. In a world where nobody recognized her and she was free of all obligations aside from her own personal pleasure.

Jake thanked Andre and offered him a tip. Andre instantly dismissed it. "That won't be necessary. I'm more than well compensated," he assured them. "Keep it and buy your lovely bride something that she can enjoy," he winked, and left after wishing them a good trip.

There was something about the way the door clicked when it shut, sealing her alone with her new husband in this tropical paradise. The click resonated in her mind and triggered an excited burst of euphoria that Callie hadn't felt before. They were finally here, they were finally together, and they had nowhere else they had to be!



"Seems like a nice guy," Jake admitted, unzipping his luggage and carrying his toiletries to the bathroom. He took a moment to arrange his toothbrush and soaps neatly on the shelf above the sink before returning to the bedroom.

He nearly gasped when he saw Callie standing there, hand on hip, waiting for him. In the minute he'd spent in the bathroom, she had managed to disrobe. She was smiling playfully by the bed in just a leopard print bra and thong-- a little more risqué than usual for her. Even Jake was taken slightly aback.

"You like it? I heard we were going to the jungle, so I wanted to blend in" She said, trying to sound confident and sexy while striking a pose. But even her face registered that she was feeling slightly foolish. It was a look that Jake knew well. Callie was never confident when she'd try to be sexual, always feeling more silly than sexy. But she tried, even now with her clumsy strut, the way she kept moving her hand to different places on her hip, trying to rest it where it looked most natural.

Not that Jake cared. The sight of her mostly nude body was enough to make his dick spring to life in his shorts. "Holy shit," Jake muttered, admiring the way Callie's full breasts were straining her bra. The sunlight streaming in from the balcony glinted from her juicy porcelain tits.

Jake nearly pounced on her, all thoughts of unpacking or adventure lost in the moment. He grabbed her by the hips and locked his lips around hers as he thrust his already aching bulge into her pelvis.

Callie squealed softly against Jake's eager assault. "Oh you animal," she declared with a giggle.

Jake scooped her up as best as he could in a clumsy half-lift. Callie's generous curves and hourglass shape prevented her from being classified as a tiny girl. And Jake was hardly Mr. Universe. The best he could manage was a half lift from his grip of her ass cheeks. An awkward shuffle, and then he was pushing her backward onto the small sitting table in front of the balcony window.

Callie hoisted herself onto the surface, and spread her legs. Jake couldn't wait. He was going to mount her like he was racing up a staircase and skipping the major ones along the way.

In seconds, he had his belt open and his shorts around his ankles. He came at her with his rock hard erection.

"Oh my, someone is excited," Callie cooed as she felt his impending penetration with her groping hand. "You're huge."

Jake would have always considered himself average, but he relished in the compliment. Callie had been a sheltered girl and hadn't experienced any other lovers but him. With nothing to compare him to, and the knot forever tied, a simple embellishment about his endowment was a moot point. He'd convinced her long ago that his five and a half inches was more than most men were equipped with, and that she was lucky to have hitched her wagon to what Jake had.

Callie believed him, but she wasn't a complete fool. She knew there was a size range, but figured that Jake was above average. So when he'd puff up his chest and say that he never worried about his size enough to bother measuring it, Callie wasn't entirely sure that she believed him. But why question it? She liked when he fucked her. And she especially loved the way he grew and swelled just before an orgasm. That was why one of her favorite tricks when she desperately needed her orgasm, was to lay on top of him, dragging, and mashing, and teasing her big heavy boobs back and forth across his chest. She'd be able to feel him inflate like a balloon inside of her, until the inevitable explosion. The key was timing, and she needed to get herself off before that balloon burst with a flood of semen.

Right now, Jake probably didn't need much teasing. In his excitement, his cock was twitching and jumping like a puppy in a pet store window. He reached down between them and slipped her panties to one side, revealing her bald snatch. Her pink lips were already soaked and waiting.

He positioned himself at her entrance, and with next to no effort, he slid himself into the warmth of her body. She moaned in a low husky voice as he sank himself quickly all the way in.

A second later, and he was beginning to hump her, fast and eager.

"You really needed this, didn't you?" Callie moaned, reaching her hands down to Jake's hips and pulling him into her with each thrust.

At first, he wasn't able to talk. Only gasp out a high, childlike "Uh huh." But then he regained some of his wits and managed a breathless "When you surprise me like that, I can't help it."

Callie smiled, pleased with herself. Any time she displayed her body or initiated sex in a way that was new and unexpected, Jake regarded her like he was a child seeing Disneyland for the first time. He was so excited, he didn't know what to do first, and he became so clumsy and awed, you'd think he never saw a woman before. Callie loved the awkwardness of it all, rendering him speechless and dumbfounded. It was cute.

"You're on your honeymoon, mister. Sex shouldn't be a surprise." She grunted, pulling him harder into her. She was soaking wet. She could feel how easily he glided in and out of her body. Not a hint of resistance. The table beneath her butt was slick with her juices. She was extra wet today, for some reason.

"It always is," he grunted harder, beads of sweat formed on his forehead like dew. "Because I wonder why you'd want to have sex with me... ever."

"It was a small town, I didn't have many options," she remarked with a smile, and a giggle. The next thrust of Jake's cock was harder than normal and speared the humor right from her face. All she could do was moan. Her voice rolled through the room, despite her efforts to keep it down, out of courtesy for any neighbors.

With a pounding heart, she reached up, and slid the straps of her bra down her arms. Her breasts sprang free. This was always Jake's favorite part. When he got to see her boobs. Callie was self-conscious about many things... but her boobs were *not* among them. Her mother used to comment "I don't know where you got your boobs from, girlie, but you didn't get them from me."

Callie's tits were huge, perfectly round, and heavy. But despite that, there was hardly a hint of sag about them. Her nipples were pink and round, and had a tendency to harden like diamonds and press through even the thickest of bras and tops when it was cold or when she was...

"God, I'm so turned on," she cried out, feeling the wetness between their moving crotches.

"I can tell," Jake moaned, watching as she freed her breasts. He couldn't resist. Still fucking her like mad, he dove face-first into her chest, using his hands to mash them together as he licked and sucked.

Callie had to brace her arms behind her back on the table. "Suck them!" She said, forgetting her usual soft spoken demeanor, and letting an unusual demand escape her lips. Her sudden emboldened order both surprised and excited Jake. She felt his cock thicken and inflate slightly while he thrust and withdrew, thrust and withdrew.

She leaned her head back, gasping and moaning harder. The table beneath them shook and wobbled, legs coming off the floor as it rocked back and forth.

Callie's arms were trembling. She was close to an orgasm, even without having to tease Jake. Her muscles felt weak. Not trusting her elbows to support her, she lay back now, Jake folded over on top of her, his hips going like a relentless humping dog.

She arched her back, her eyes fluttering... it was coming. She gazed at the sky out the window behind her, and the pool, and the people swimming, and...

OH SHIT!

She nearly yelped, in surprise. In their excitement, she had completely forgotten that they were doing it in front of the window!

"Oh my god! People can see!" Like a startled cat, she nearly jumped off the table and pulled her bra back into place, and ducked down until she was practically on the floor, combat crawling like a soldier. Her embarrassment was only matched by the redness that had overtaken her round cheeks, and threatened to never return to her normal complexion again.

Jake was in a stupor. Callie had nearly jumped straight off of him. He thought she knew this whole time that they were fucking in front of the window. He thought it had been deliberate on her part. Yes, it wasn't normally like her, but sometimes her spontaneity surprised him. And he assumed that not knowing anyone down here at the resort had spurred the uninhibited side of her. He thought wrong.

"It's fine," he said, glancing out. "Nobody can even see us. They're too far away."

"We were *right* in front of the window!" She collected her clothes and crouched on the far side of the bed, peering over it, with only the top of her head and eyes showing.

"Hon, it's so bright outside, and the lights are so low in here. Even if they were looking right at us, they're sun blind. There's no way they saw us."

Callie rose up slightly, until her full face came into view now. "You're sure?" Her eyebrows pinched together cutely.

"Positive," Jake said, but regardless, he closed the blinds, just to be on the safe side.

Callie rose tentatively to her feet. This wasn't uncommon behavior from her. She startled often. Even during innocent car make-outs in college, she would often abruptly stop and glance around like a deer sensing danger. "I got scared," she would say before resuming their foreplay. Callie was always a strange combination of eager for adventurous public debauchery, but at the same time, very cautious, nervous, and alert. She was quick to initiate something on the road, or in a movie theater, or while walking in a park-- once she'd even bent over in the upstairs hall of Jake's house and hiked up her miniskirt for Jake to take her from behind while the rest of his family were in their bedrooms, everyone getting ready to go out to dinner together. But for as adventurous as Callie tried to be, she was also morbidly terrified at the idea of getting caught. She'd be on hyper alert, and the moment she suspected someone could see them, the fun would come to a screeching halt. This was one of those times.

"Oh my god, I can't believe with did that," Callie swiped a trembling hand across her brow. Her cheeks still pink from blushing. After a second she locked eyes with Jake and her body calmed down. A natural guilty laugh escaped her lips. "I can't believe we did that!" She said with more enthusiasm.

"I know," Jake laughed along with her.

"We had sex in front of a window!"

"We did," Jake's cock was still mostly hard and excited. He left out that they hadn't actually finished. There might still be a chance to recover and resume, if he could get her past her initial shock and embarrassment. They'd be able to laugh this off and continue their alone time.

"Oh my god. I hope we never run into those people again while we're here. I don't want them recognizing us," she laughed again.

"I'm sure they didn't even see us," Jake said. He stepped over to her and scooped her up in his arms. She came willingly, but her dress was still clutched tightly in her fists. He kissed the top of her head, taking a moment to breath the scent of her shampoo. Then he tilted her face up to meet his. Her eyes were large from the scare she'd just had. Jake leaned in for the mouth kiss, but Callie turned away.

"Let's quit while we're ahead," she said, laughing lightly, but her decision was made up. "I'm gonna need a few minutes to calm down off that little incident." And with that, she redressed, her mind made.

Jake felt his shoulders deflate, along with his cock. The fun was over for now. He'd have to wait until later.

***

Jake decided that the best way to get Callie past her shock and embarrassment was to get her out of the room and distracted. He browsed several brochures, looking for a fun activity.

"One that doesn't involve the pool!" Callie insisted. They both agreed that they wanted to take a dip, but Callie didn't want to risk the same people who might have seen them fucking, to still be there if they came out.

"Hon, this place has more the one pool. We can do another one. We can do a swim-up bar."

Callie looked a bit unsure.

Jake continued to read until something jumped out at him. "Ooh! How about kayaks? There's a mangrove swamp along the beach to the south that is highly recommended for the kayaks. It looks pretty cool. Want to try that?"

"I've never kayaked before," Callie bit her lip. She was intrigued, but visibly nervous. Again, the lost farm girl in a whole different world shone on her face. "Do you think it's safe in there? Should we ask Andre about it?"

"I'll tell you what, why don't you get changed, and I'll go find Andre," Jake smiled. "I'll need him to show us where to rent the kayaks anyway."

"I might need a few lessons," she was uneasy.

"For a kayak, you'll be fine, trust me." He smiled.

***

While Callie changed, Jake went down to the front desk. The receptionist was a small exotic woman with black hair and large emerald eyes. Jake couldn't quite place her nationality. Philippines, maybe?

"I'm looking for Andre," Jake said, glancing around the otherwise empty lobby.

The girl looked momentarily uneasy. "You are?" She asked.

Jake was confused by her response. "Yes... I'm Mr. Decker, from the honeymoon suite. We booked him as our guide for the trip...?"

She accepted this with a more relaxed posture. "Oh, of course, sir," she said with a smile. "I just saw him a moment ago. I think he stepped outside. If you'd like to wait, he should be back shortly--"

"No worries," Jake replied cheerfully, already heading for the door. "I'll catch up to him."

Jake found his way outside. The fountains were trickling in a ceaseless cascade. Otherwise, there was no movement. Glancing around, he caught the sound of voices coming from the side of the building.

He hurried over, and when he came around the corner, he spotted the towering silhouette of Andre, talking with a shorter man with a mousy looking mustache. They were in the midst of a serious conversation, and Andre appeared to almost loom over the shorter fella. The short man produced a bundle of money, rolled up, and handed it to Andre, who snatched it out of his hand quickly. Then the shorter of the two hurried away with a nervous wobble.

What have I just walked in on? Jake wondered. But before he could really process the scene, Andre turned and saw him standing there. "Ah, Mr. Decker, fancy running into you out here," a charming smile spread, but his eyes looked intense, almost burning.

Jake fought the urge to shrink away, and instead, pushed forward. "My wife and I read that there are kayaks to rent?"

Andre clapped his hands together. The burning intensity to his eyes faded to normal pleasant customer service once again. Had Jake imagined the whole encounter? "Oh, the kayaks. Yes. The rentals are down by the beach."

"I also heard that there's a mangrove swamp?"

Andre nodded. "Shallow water mangrove swamp near the beach. It's a feature for tourists... a natural maze. Are you familiar?"

"Like a corn maze?" Jake asked. "We have them in Indiana around Halloween."

"Yes, similar. The tide comes in, and washes out paths between the mangroves, creating a maze of streams among the forest. I suggest you pack a lunch," Andre grinned.

A voice interrupted them. "That sounds fun. Is it dangerous?"

Both men turned and found Callie striding up to them. She'd changed into a black two-piece bikini. Most would call it a simple and conservative garment. But it was her body that made the outfit. The dark color contrasted against her milky skin. It clung tightly to her double D breasts, showcasing how large and round they were, how deep her cleavage ran. Side-boob peeked out from the edges, threatening to break free from their confinement. Her hard nipples pressed the fabric, and her boobs wobbled ever-so-slightly as she approached. The top itself, seemed barely able to contain her juicy curves, and didn't much want to. And her bottoms hugged her wide hips as she walked. From one hip, a tiny horseshoe tattoo peeked out from beneath the fabric (one of Callie's adventurous mementos from a bygone era). She was wearing flip flops and sun glasses (which hid the shyness in her eyes and made her look far less nervous around Andre). A bag with towels and sunscreen was slung over one shoulder.

Jake didn't realize it, but Andre was staring straight at Callie, appraising her body with his eyes. He liked what he saw. "Not dangerous," he assured her with a confident... almost cocky smile. His eyes met her dark lenses, and he decided that wasn't acceptable. He let his gaze wander down her neckline to her pair of country-girl melons, down her slim tummy, and to the wide set of her hips, then back up again. Callie noticed, because she reddened.

"Not dangerous," he repeated again. "The water is sandy and shallow. Just deep enough for kayaks, but if you step out, no deeper than your knees. And the mangrove roots are too thick for anything more than birds to nest within. Come, I'll show you where you can rent the boats," he rested his hand in the center of Callie's back and guided the newlyweds with a casual fluidity that Jake either didn't notice the large stranger touching his wife, or he thought nothing of it. Callie certainly noticed however. The strong hand on her bare skin gave her a little tremble to her legs, and she wasn't entirely sure why. But with this man confidently guiding her, did it really matter?

***

They opted for a two person kayak. Callie wasn't confident enough in herself to pilot her own. While Jake signed the waivers and the rental agreement, Andre helped Callie snug herself into a neon green and blue life vest.

Andre confidently spun her around, moving her the way that he wanted to, inspecting the fit. He gave her perky ass a glance as he helped her tighten the straps, then he spun her again until she was facing him. She almost yelped each time, a nervous high-pitched bark. She wasn't used to the way he man-handled her. Then he helped her close the snaps, admiring the way her breasts squeezed tightly together beneath the foam and nylon.

Jake came back and clumsily splashed his way into the back seat of the boat, while Andre helped Callie into the front. His hands were surprisingly strong, and the slightest bit invasive. Not that she would ever bring it up, especially not to Jake. Why give him something to worry about if there wasn't anything to?

Andre held her by the hips as he guided her into her seat, and she felt the old familiar heat creep across her face. It was becoming a common sensation when Andre was around. He had a way of moving her, putting her exactly where *he* wanted her to go. Then she was down and adjusting herself in the molded plastic surface.

"You're not coming along, as our guide?" Callie asked. "What if we get lost?"

Andre grinned. "I'm sure you'll manage. It's not that complicated to navigate. And there are a few walking paths and picnic areas. I'll check on you." He said. And with that, he turned his broad back to them and strode back up the sandy beach. Jake shoved off, and then they were in the water.

***

It took a little bit to find their rhythm, but eventually they got the hang of the kayak-- although Jake may have accidentally whacked Callie a few times with the paddle. "Ow!" She yelped, and splashed him whenever he did. Thankfully the bay they launched from was a short paddle from the entrance to the mangrove swamp. The water was calm and warm. They followed the curve of the white sandy beach, until they found it.

"This is so cool," Callie declared as the incoming tide helped to sweep them into the mouth of the swamp. Indeed, it was a maze. Narrow ten-foot wide channels of shallow water cut paths through the gnarled and knotted roots of the mangroves. It was a literal forest of them. The vegetation was so tight, that it would be impossible to walk through on foot.



The channels branched in different directions, sometimes dead-ending in circular pools. They got lost twice in the first ten minutes, but Callie wasn't worried. Like Andre had said, the water was shallow-- roughly a foot deep-- and crystal clear. She could see right to the soft sandy bottom, and watch the tiny minnows chase each other.

"Andre was right, this really is like a maze," she undid the buckles of her life vest, and lounged back in her seat, draping her feet in the water as they went.

Jake flashed back to that moment outside of the hotel-- where he'd caught Andre and some shady looking man in the midst of a transaction. The anger that Andre had glaring beneath his eyes was powerful and unnerving. Jake thought about telling Callie about it, but decided against it. It was probably nothing, and he didn't want her to needlessly worry.

Jake pointed. A low wooden bridge spanned another off-shoot of the stream. "I feel like we're on the right track whenever I see a walking path."

"Mmm," Callie acknowledged in relaxed euphoria.

"Think there's anything cool at the end of this maze?"

She shrugged, slightly indifferent. "This whole place is cool. If it's just more of this, that's fine with me."

At one point, they found a small dock with a grassy clearing, and even a few benches. The walking paths ran in either direction away. They docked and ate a few sandwiches before returning to their little boat.

As Callie lounged back, her head came to rest in Jake's lap. He glanced down at her open vest, and her pale tummy and boobs gleaming in the afternoon sun. He was vaguely aware of how secluded this area was. Twice they had heard other people on the walking paths. Only once had they seen another person nearby. And not once had they encountered anyone else on kayaks. It was very isolated.

"You know," he said, staring at her chest. "You really don't want to get burned on your first day of vacation. That won't be a fun trip."

"Oh yeah?" Callie asked, amused behind her sun glasses.

"Yeah," Jake let the kayak coast to a stop in a calm little circular pool of shallow sandy water. A couple of narrow trails led through the mangroves, down to the crisp white bank, and a log of fallen driftwood bobbed halfway in the water. He dug a bottle of lotion from the handbag and dumped a generous amount in his palms. He bit his lip and glanced around, insuring they were alone. Then his hands went right to Callie's breasts.

She let out a yelp. "It's cold," she declared.

Jake slid his hands over the soft yielding flesh of his wife's tits. She bit her lip, glancing around in those quick darting movements she used when she was anxious. "Out here? What if someone sees?" Her voice was a tense whisper. But Jake knew Callie's naughty side. The resisting was an act that she'd drop quickly.

"They'll just see a husband who doesn't want his wife to develop melanoma. Besides... look around. It's more private here than back at the room," he giggled, as his fingers started to probe the edges her top, working the white cream around her smooth skin.

"Very funny," she splashed him, but her heart wasn't in the effort. Her nipples stood prominent through the fabric of her top. Another second of rubbing, and she bit her bottom lip, letting out a soft sigh of pleasure.

Jake continued to kneed and rub, but he was mostly fondling. His hands worked lower, fingers now slipping beneath her top. Callie lay back, breathing heavily, and occasionally releasing a groan that was barely a whisper.

Jake found her nipples, rolling them between his fingers. By now he was cupping her whole breasts beneath her top.

Callie slid her thighs together, feeling the heat between her legs. She listened to the soothing movement of the water and the birds chasing each other between the mangrove roots. Finally deciding it was safe, she removed her sunglasses and reached her hands above her head, groping for Jake's crotch.

It only took a moment of searching to find what she was looking for. No surprise, Jake was already hard in his board shorts. She gave his cock a little squeeze. "Well hello there," she murmured softly. A gasp escaped his lips.

Callie's head lolled this way and that, making sure they were truly alone. Then she rolled out of the boat, standing up to her shins in the shallow water. She tucked her blonde hair behind her ears, and stooped over Jake's crotch, untying his shorts and helping him to slide them down his hips.

His cock sprang into the warm sunlight. Callie gave one final nervous look around the clearing to triple check they were alone. Then without another thought she instinctively lowered her face to his lap, and took Jake's cock into the warm wet embrace of her mouth.

He leaned back and moaned softly. "Oh god, baby."

Callie didn't reply. She seldom did when they were fooling around in public. Too timid to make a sound. But she lowered her head down further, sinking his cock to the spot on her tongue where any further would have made her gag. She licked and sucked, then began to bob.

The slow bobbing warmth on Jake's cock was a welcome delight, especially after the denied sexual release of earlier at the room.

He leaned his face back to the blue sky, listening to the birds and enjoying the beautiful isolated scenery as his wife serviced him. This is heaven, he thought. Truly heaven. Then he tilted his face down to the show that was happening right here in his lap. Callie had two fingers around the base of his member, stroking them up and down as she bobbed her head. She never took him too deep. But that was Callie-- her sexuality could always be described as adventurous but tentative.

Her other hand was tucked behind her ear, keeping her long hair from straying into Jake's lap as she sucked him. Her lips were tight, not letting a single stray drop of saliva roll down his cock. Not that Jake minded. He could feel the muscles in her mouth working as she sucked. He loved the way that her cheeks puckered inward. And to see her glowing innocent face, with his cock between her pink lips... he was ashamed to admit that it looked so dirty... like he was violating something beautiful... and it turned him on. Girls like Callie, the ones who looked like wholesome princesses, didn't do filthy things like put cocks in their mouths. The fact that Callie was doing it right now, out in the open where anyone could see her, and judge her... Jake's hips gave a little eager thrust, pushing his cock against her tongue.

He was rewarded when a few soft muffled moans escaped her throat.

Bent over with her big eyes peering up at him, eager for Jake's approving moans, and her two fingers stroking the base of his penis into her lips (there were only a few inches of shaft that she had to work with) Jake couldn't help admire the way Callie's heavy tits hung down, threatening to spill free of her top.

As Callie sucked him, Jake reached out and cupped them, feeling the way they overfilled his hands, and then some. Her flesh was soft and warm. He squeezed and massaged them, mashed them together. He found her nipples and pinched them through her top, earning another muffled whimpery moan against his shaft. It sent hot breath and vibrations flaring pleasantly up his organ.

"Oh fuck yeah," he moaned as Callie's bobbing built speed. His hands squeezed harder, jiggling and rubbing. Callie's hand came away from her ear, and she reached into her top, tugging it down beneath her tits in order to free them from their restraints.

These were the times where Callie forgot that she was self-conscious-- when she was too turned on, too lost in the moment to care that someone might see her naked. Jake also knew that now was the time to turn this up. Her blow job was fun, but eventually it turned into a tickle that teased him and made him desperate for more.

He stood up and spun her around. Callie went willingly, wobbling on unsteady legs in knee deep water. He tilted her forward until she was holding onto the edge of the half submerged driftwood log.

Then Jake was pulling down her bottoms. Callie didn't utter a single word as her smooth pussy was exposed, and her bottoms came to rest at her knees. She was waiting, she was ready, and she didn't trust herself to make a single sound.

Jake grasped her hips, and guided his aching five inch boner toward her slit. Her pussy was already wet with excitement. Their hearts were pounding, as they often did when they did something inappropriate in public. The thrill made their legs quiver.

Jake slid easily into Callie's body. The smallest sigh of pleasure escaped her lips as he held her by her wide hips and entered her. She was very wet. Jake moaned a little louder as he pumped himself into his wife, eager to complete the act that they'd started back at the hotel room.

Callie licked her lips. Despite her silence, it was one of the more erotic moments of her life. This beautiful setting, the middle of nature, on vacation without a care in the world. It was all too much. She pushed her butt back against Jake's thrusts. Their bodies making a soft steady slapping sound that grew louder than the flow of the water and the chirp of the birds.

Callie was completely lost in the moment. "Yes..." she purred softly, her voice still low. Barely an exhale. "Yes..."

Jake's hands slid up her hips, as they so often did, feeling the natural curve of her body. They crept higher and higher, until he was once again squeezing her luscious breasts as he took her. Callie leaned upright, still bracing, but mostly standing now.

"Ohh... ohhh... ohhh" she whined, putting her body into the act, fucking each other instead of her just acting as the receiver.

"That's it baby... yes... god you feel good," Jake cupped her boobs, their large size one of his biggest turn-ons.

Callie's eyes fluttered. She peered back over her shoulder at her husband, licking her lips and moaning softly. Jake was peering down at her round apple butt, watching his cock disappear in and out of her. She smiled to herself, and when she faced forward once again, she spotted movement.

She momentarily froze, her eyes going to one of the walking paths in front of her. There was no mistaking it, there was a person standing on the path looking at them. Her heart leapt into her throat, even as Jake continued to pull her hips back into his thrusts. He was oblivious to the intrusion.

Callie's eyes widened as she recognized the figure. Andre. That enormous black figure with the shaved head was unmistakable. His shirt was open-- unbuttoned and casual. His dark skin beneath was lined with thickly defined muscles. Callie had never seen a six pack before... not in real life, and not in the tones of dark chocolate like Andre's complexion.

He was staring right at her. There was no mistaking that he could see her, right there, in knee deep water with her bottoms around her knees, and her top tucked beneath her big tits. Jake's hands were still pawing at them as he ravished her, but his hands did little to hide them from view. Her life vest was hanging open and her pussy was smooth and on display. She must look ridiculous. Almost completely naked, and fucking like a teenager out in public.

Unlike the hotel room, this time there was no denying the fact that she had gotten caught. She opened her mouth to say something, to stop Jake, to halt the whole passionate moment with her husband. Instead, the only sound that came out was a long sensual moan.

Andre locked eyes with her, and this time, when his eyes traveled down her body, there was no doubt that he was checking her out. He was drinking in the sight of this busty naked white woman. This busty naked white *married* woman. And when his eyes returned to hers, they held a look of approval. A little smirk and a look that might have been... lust?

Another moan escaped Callie's lips this time, louder than the first. Louder than anything that she'd uttered since she and Jake started fooling around back here. Andre was watching her fuck, and it turned her on. Her skin broke out in goosebumps.

She didn't want to speak... she didn't want to say anything that might make Jake glance up. But she couldn't bring herself to stop. She needed it... and she needed it a certain way. "Harder," she said over her shoulder. Her voice a throaty whisper.

Jake's tempo immediately increased. "Oh yes... bad girl." He moaned behind her, still gripping her hips and not wanting to question his wife's sudden increase in sexuality, lest he scare it away. Her focus returned to Andre, and her knees shook beneath his silent stare. He stood as still as a statue, watching her getting fucked. And then Callie did the unthinkable. She bucked her hips back against Jake. She bent her knees, leaned forward and grinded her ass up and down against his movements. Her tits jiggled harder.

Why was she not panicking, like she so often did when she thought she was busted? She'd completely freaked out in the room when she thought there was even a chance that some sun bathers had seen her through the window. Now, she had almost an impulsive urge to keep going.

She kept her mouth shut and bucked harder into Jake.

"Oh god... not so fast..." he said, suddenly alarmed.

Callie glanced over her shoulder-- Jake's eyes were shut, trying to hold himself back. When she faced forward, she caught the smirk on Andre's face as he turned to leave. In silhouette, she had the briefest hint of a bulge in the man's crotch. Then as silent as he'd come, he was gone. The whole incident couldn't have lasted longer than twenty seconds, and it left Callie with her heart pounding harder than any time she could ever recall, and an inexplicable feeling of disappointment that it was now over. She'd never liked being watched before. Why was it suddenly okay now?

There was no time to contemplate these feelings, because Jake was trying to slow down, to control an orgasm that had been building since the hotel room. But Callie didn't want that. She needed hers badly before Jake got his.

"No," she nearly growled.

"No?" he asked, his hips still bumping into her butt as his tempo slowed.

"Faster," she glanced over her shoulder. "Don't slow down."

"But I'm going to cum if I--"

"No!" she barked again, her voice strong and firm. She grabbed his hands and mashed them hard against her chest. "Fuck me," she said, loud enough that anyone close by might have heard. She knew Andre definitely had. Jake held her by the tits as he did what he was told. She thrust her butt back against her husband, and he grunted. "Fuck me, fuck me," she repeated, her voice trailing off into a series of emboldened moans that she would never dream about letting out in public before. She hardly ever cursed, and definitely not in the context of sex. The vulgar words sounded clean... like a cartoon princess in a children's movie had forgotten herself and blurted them out.

"Oh baby... oh god..." Jake bit his lip and held onto her. He was really struggling to hold himself back. Especially since her sudden change in demeanor had left him confused and incredibly turned on.

"Harder... harder..." she panted. And impulsively, she blurted out the first words that came to mind. "Hit it! Hit it hard!" She wasn't even sure what that was supposed to mean. Somewhere far back in her brain, she was telling Jake to slam his body against her ass until it jiggled.

He grunted. "Oh goddddd," he started to stiffen.

But that was fine, because the tingling sensation between Callie's leg's had reached its much needed apex. She stood fully upright, arched her back and thrust her bare tits out into the bright sunlight. "OHHHHHHHHH YES!" She cried out, her moan was loud and whimpering. To anyone nearby, there was absolutely no mistaking the sound of a woman in the midst of her most sexual of pleasures.

Somewhere in her mind, she knew that Jake was wondering why she was suddenly so loud about her climax. And truthfully, Callie was wondering that too. But there was no denying that part of it was the hope that Andre would hear the orgasm that she was having... although she had no idea why she'd want him knowing... or thinking about her body in the throws of pleasure... Was she just being playful? Was she feeling uninhibited? Or were there other things on her mind?

Jake folded himself over her back, gasping for breath as the last of his orgasm subsided. He'd pumped his cum into her body, and Callie had barely noticed. Her thoughts had been a mish-mash of excitement, pleasure, and the way Andre had regarded her through the trees. Had she even thought of Jake at all in those final few seconds? It was a thought she didn't want to chase.

"Oh baby, that was amazing." Jake gasped, his whole body trembling. He planted a soft kiss on the back of her neck.

"Yes," Callie said. "Yes it was." Her own knees were shaking so hard, they were threatening to knock together. "This was my favorite time. Ever." And she meant it.

*** To be continued... ***
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The following day of their vacation, Jake and Callie agreed to spend some time laying low and relaxing. Yesterday had been exciting enough for the both of them-- new place in a new part of the world, new sights and sounds, and wild sex out in the open in a mangrove swamp. It had taken a while to come down from the initial excitement of that romp, and they'd returned their rented kayak looking sweaty and guilty. Callie especially wore it on her face-- the expression of a guilty puppy.

After a night where they'd both slept like rocks, they agreed to a lazy day at the beach, enjoying the sand and the ocean. They wouldn't be needing their guide today, which was fine with both of them-- but for reasons that they hadn't told each other. Something about the way Jake had witnessed Andre in a tense situation still nagged at him. And Callie... she had her own reasons for wanting to avoid him. He had seen her and Jake fucking. Yet for some inexplicable reason, not only had she not stopped, but she'd gone harder, faster, and louder. Every time the memory of it came to mind, she could feel that shameful embarrassment, and a hot sensation between her thighs. If they ran into Andre today, she was positive that she'd never stop blushing, no matter how hard she tried to pretend that they hadn't seen each other.

No, just her an Jake doing things today was absolutely for the best.

Shortly after breakfast, they grabbed their towels and headed down to the beach. Callie had swapped out her black bikini for a more colorful one with alternating stripes of black and teal blue. Personally, Jake preferred this one, as the horizontal stripes inadvertently made the curve of Callie's 36dd chest seem to pop out even more. On the walk down to the sand, he found himself eyeing her up.

"What?" she asked, smirking amusedly from the corner of her mouth.

"Just checking out the situation, that's all," he replied innocently.

She followed his eyes, and glanced down at her chest. "Uh huh, the situation... right." She rolled her eyes behind her sunglasses. "I'm just glad I wore a sarong," she said, sashaying her hips slightly to show off the white wrap she wore like a skirt around her hips.

"Wait, you wore a thong?"

"Not thong, you goof. Sa-ronnng," she lightly smacked him with the back of her hand. He came away giggling like an idiot. Callie merely shook her head.

Along the shore, the sand seemed to stretch away in either direction for miles. Clusters of palm trees dotted the landscape, providing shade and a sense of privacy. It wasn't crowded or loud, like the lakeshore vacation spots back home. If anything, there was a sense of calm, and relaxation about it all.

There was another couple nearby-- a husband and wife of about the same age.

"Where'd they get those chairs?" Callie whispered to Jake, suddenly envious. They'd only brought beach towels to sit on.

Jake made his way over, much to the chagrin of Callie's shy humility. "Sorry to bother you, my wife was wondering where you got the lounge chairs?"

Up close, Callie saw they were a small compact Asian couple, but very cute. Their expressions energetic and welcoming.

"Oh, we had to steal them from the pool area," the man responded. No trace of an accent. They were Americans as well.

"Don't tell on us," the wife giggled, and settled her dainty hand into her husband's palm.

"Thanks," Jake said, and set off in that direction at an easy jog.

"You're welcome to join us," the husband and wife duo offered.

"Oh, I don't want to bother you if you're on your honeymoon," Callie waited politely for Jake to come back.

"Oh honey, that ship has sailed," the wife responded with a chuckle. "It's been... what? A year and a half?"

"Two years next week," the husband replied.

The wife's eyebrows raised. "Look at that. I stand corrected."

"Happy anniversary," Callie said.

"Thank you," she wrapped her arm around her husband's. "We actually didn't do a real honeymoon, so I guess you're not far off in calling this our honeymoon."

"Sheesh. Remind me again, why don't you?" The husband shook his head.

"No honeymoon?" Callie asked.

"We decided to wait. Planning a wedding is enough of a hassle without having to tack on what'll probably be the most expensive vacation of our lives."

"You're telling me." Callie smiled. She liked these two. They seemed fun and funny and loving.

The wife stuck her hand out. "I'm Mei. Spelled M-E-I, but pronounced like the month."

"I like that," Callie smiled and shook hands. She couldn't get past how small Mei's hands were.

"Then you'll really like this," Mei continued. "This is my husband, June."

"Get out of town!"

June merely shook his head. "Yeah. As if I wasn't going to have enough problems in school already, my parents gave me a girl's name."

"I love it. That is so cute!" Callie declared. "May and June."

"Oh we know," Mei grinned.

"I'm Callie... like... umm... the state, I guess?" She glanced around and spotted Jake jogging back with two loungers tucked beneath his arms.

"Jackpot!" He declared.

"This is Jake. We just got married. This is our honeymoon," Callie explained as they set up beside their new friends.

"Wow, lucky you two," Mei congratulated them.

Despite Callie's generally introverted nature, she took almost immediately to these two. They were from Washington, but Callie couldn't remember if they'd said the state or the city. And they'd flown down half a week ago.

She and Jake spent most of the late morning lounging in the warm sun with these two, talking and laughing. The four of them got along amazingly well.

Callie couldn't get past how small and cute they were. The times where Mei and June got up for a quick dip in the water, she saw they were both short and skinny. June couldn't have been over 5'4" and Mei was pretty and petite, barely five feet tall. She had perky little boobs hidden behind the small triangles of her black bikini top, a tanned and flat stomach that Callie would have killed for, and slender legs. Her butt was round and tight. Her whole body seemed light and playful. And to illustrate that, her straight black hair was tied back in a casual ponytail that bounced when she walked down to the water.

Callie watched as she and June took a quick dip, laughing as they splashed at each other and kissed in the blue-green waves.

"They're so cool," Callie whispered to Jake.

"Yeah, they are," he agreed.

When they came back, they all promised each other that they'd wait until lunch time to start drinking. It was a promise that they'd kept... but barely. There was a tiki bar just a short walk down the beach, where they ordered drinks and rolls stuffed with crab meat.

Callie had never been much of a drinker, so she was a bit hesitant to start this early, but peer pressure was a powerful factor. She ordered a mimosa.

"Callie can get drunk off of orange juice alone," Jake smirked.

"Shut up," she reddened, but giggled.

"Once during college, we were at a party where they were making fuzzy navels. I decided to do a little social experiment. I didn't put any liquor in Callie's drink. Only orange juice. Half an hour later, she's staggering around, slurring her speech, jumping on the sofa, and acting like an ass."

"Oh god," June laughed, "That is delightfully cruel."

"At least your clothes stayed on," Mei smirked.

"Mei, don't be a pervert," June remarked.

Callie's hand covered her mouth in embarrassment. "Yeah... I felt drunk."

"Right up until I told her that she wasn't drunk. She actually argued with me that she was. She was very insistent that she was smashed. How quickly she sobered up when we told her she'd been drinking only orange juice all night." Jake laughed.

"You're such a jerk," Callie smacked him lightly.

"It was hilarious."

They shared in the laugh as they drank, watching the waves roll across the sand. After noon, more swimmers and sunbathers came out to the beach. They spotted several people among the waves, cooling off.

"Oh there's Andre," Jake nudged Callie and threw a wave to one of the people in the water.

Callie was thankful for her sunglasses, because her eyes suddenly widened in alarm. Her heart sped up. She had been hoping to avoid their guide after the incident yesterday in the mangroves. Now here he was, waving back at them as he waded towards the shore.

"You met him too?" June asked.

"Yeah, I booked him to drive us when we venture into town and for tours," Jake explained.

Callie stayed cautiously silent. Alcohol or not, she didn't trust her voice.

"So did we," June said. "He seems like a cool guy."

Callie glanced back toward Andre as he emerged from the water and nearly gasped.

"There's one at every party," Jake said under his breath, but otherwise the group had fallen deadly silent, and they all knew why.

The water cascaded from Andre's body like a god emerging from the ocean. His dark brown skin was smooth and packed with muscle. Veins stood out on his bulging biceps, and his pecks jumped happily as he swung his arms and swaggered toward them. But his muscular physique wasn't entirely to blame for the hush, or Jake's remark. It was what the man was wearing... or not wearing.

Andre was clad in only a Speedo. The black stretchy material clung to his body... and the fact that it was stretchy was a mercy. Because it looked packed to the gills. The men were instantly uncomfortable, and the women were trying not to stare as Andre's thickly packed muscular legs carried him toward them.

"Hello there. I see that my favorite tourists have met," he declared, delighted.

Callie's eyes went reflexively to Andre's crotch. She hadn't intended to look. But the man was standing in front of them, and his endowment was at nearly eye level. His crotch was impossibly big. She could see the outline of his manhood, and it was monstrous, much like the rest of his hulking 6 foot 8 frame. He looked like he'd manage to coil up a massive muscle, and cram it into his bathing suit. Callie found herself inadvertently comparing it to her wrist, and realized that his thickness had to be bigger around than her arm. How was that possible? And how was it possible that it wasn't bursting out of his tiny trunks right now? As it was, the suit was hardly snug against his legs. Callie realized there was a gap between where the suit pulled away, and his body, where she could see glimpses of his enormous package, and huge dark-skinned balls. Jake had once tried on a pair of boxer-briefs, and he hadn't even come close to filling it out the way Andre's swim suit was fighting a losing battle to contain him. Andre's bathing suit was the bare minimum-- only there to cover his reproductive organ, and nothing more. It was the equivalent of if Callie had decided to wear a thong bikini, and a top that only covered her nipples....Not that she ever would. She didn't have the type of body confidence that Andre had.

Callie had the sudden sense that small talk aside, his coming up the beach to greet them had been deliberate. He had wanted them to see it for some reason. If it was just her and Mei, she would understand it as a subtle "look at what I've got, ladies." But for what reason could he possibly have to make sure Jake and June noticed it as well?

Thankfully, where Callie failed to find her tongue, Mei took over. "Oh yeah. We've met. Were you trying to hide them from us, Andre? Because if so, you failed. We're going to keep them. Totally taking them home with us when we leave." Mei teased.

"Then I'll just have to try to keep you all here," he grinned, glancing from face to face. His bright smile revealing his perfect white teeth.

"That shouldn't be too hard," Mei said over the tops of her sunglasses. "Just keep the drinks flowing and the scenery nice, and I'm pretty sure you can keep all four of us."

Callie reddened, saying nothing. Was Mei flirting? Then Andre looked at Callie, and she gave him a little nervous smile, begging him with her mind to not say anything about yesterday in the mangroves. There was a knowing look in his expression. Or could that just be her own guilty mind playing tricks on her?

"Well I'll be sure to 'up my game' as you Americans say. Enjoy the scenery, beautiful girls," he winked, and strode away.

Callie found herself following him with her eyes. Curiously inspecting the curve and bumps of the coiled python in his Speedo, to the rock hard sculpted cheeks of his ass. As he went, Mei caught Callie looking, and a devious knowing little smile spread over the tiny Asian girl's face. Her eyes flicked to the sky, her mouth dropped open, and she mimed a gesture of fanning herself in a discreet little 'Oh my god, he's so hot' animation. Callie blushed harder and shrank slightly in her lounger.

"Wow... that was a whole new visual I could have done without," Jake admitted, once Andre was out of earshot.

"Tell me about it," June agreed. His expression was a little withdrawn. He looked uncomfortable.

Callie snapped out of it and glanced at the two men. She had nearly forgotten that they were there. In fact, that whole interaction, it was like the husbands had vanished. Andre had barely acknowledged them, and had directed all of his attention to Callie and Mei. And Callie had also been guilty of forgetting about her company, too lost in her appraisal of the man's body, and the guilt over the accidental show she'd put on for Andre. She shook that thought away, chalking it up to the men having fallen silent-- probably due to their own insecurities.

"What kind of weirdo thought to invent the Speedo?" June shook his head.

"A woman," Mei giggled and threw back the last of her drink. Callie had lost count of what she was up to.

"I guess I can't blame him," Jake shook his head. "If that was mine, I'd take out billboards all over town, showing it off."

"Why would you need to do that?" Callie glanced at Jake over the rim of her sunglasses. "You want women all over town knowing what your dick looks like?"

"No," Jake said, deflating. "I just... you know what I mean."

Callie scowled at him, then turned back to watch the waves. The imagine of Andre was still burned in her mind. "Honestly, I feel kind of bad for him. It must be painful having to walk around with something like that attached to your body. Every bathing suit you wear being too revealing, or too tight."

"Ah ha!" Jake blurted out in a 'gotcha' voice. "So you *were* looking!"

Callie reddened, and opted to say nothing.

"I'll bet you can relate to bathing suits being too tight," Mei pointed to Callie's breasts and made a gesture of lifting two heavy objects. It was clear she was slightly buzzed from the alcohol.

Callie flashed a nervous smile.

"Hey, I'm just teasing you, girl," Mei said, apologetically. "You've got nothing to be ashamed of. I'd kill for your figure. You're like a poster girl for sexy. You ought to show those twins off more. If Andre can do it, why can't you?"

"I'm sure he wasn't doing it on purpose," Callie said, defending what they had just seen.

"Bullshit, bullshit, bullshit," Jake sang out. "He's wearing that banana hammock to show it off. I know I'd be if that's what I picked out in the store."

June sighed, looking very uncomfortable with this conversation. "Can we please talk about something else?"

Callie could relate to June's discomfort. In general, sex wasn't the sort of thing she talked about a lot, and especially not with people she'd just met. But as she saw the way that Mei reached over and apologetically began to rub June's arm, she came to realize June's reaction might be more than just a prudish reaction to people openly talking about sex. Mei was too tiny to hold her liquor very well, and it was showing her facial expressions and gestures. She was regarding June with a blatant look of humble apology as she rubbed his arm lovingly. Probably more blatant than she would have attempted if otherwise sober in front these strangers. It told Callie that June probably wasn't very gifted down there, and was probably very self-aware of it. One look at June's short stature and skinny frame definitely told the story of man who was not especially endowed. And Mei's attempt at nonverbal reassurance really drove the point home.

"Do you girls want to get the next round?" Jake asked, reading the situation as well.

"God yes," Callie nearly jumped out of her chair, thankful to be able to break the somber cloud that had come down around them. She took Mei by the arm and the two of them hurried down the beach toward the tiki bar. Along the way, Callie wondered vaguely when the last time she'd gone in the ocean had been. Her bottoms were soaked-- specifically between her legs.

***

"Do you need a coffee?" Callie asked when they reached the bar.

"Pffft," Mei blew out a derisive snort. "I'm on vacation."

"I just wanted to make sure everything was alright," Callie smiled politely.

Mei propped her sunglasses up on her head and scrutinized Callie's face. "No, you're worried I'm too drunk and going to say something weird."

Callie's eyes widened, but she was a terrible liar and she knew it. "Kind of. But I also meant that whole thing with June."

Mei dropped her eyes for a moment, settling her elbows on the counter while they waited for the bartender to finish up with the couple across the way. "Oh, that."

"Uh oh... trouble in paradise?" Callie asked, regretting having mentioned anything at all now.

"No, it's fine. June doesn't like me talking about it, but you don't strike me as a gossiping Gertie, so let's keep this between us."

"Of course," Callie leaned closer. The sincerity on her face was genuine.

"June isn't... well... he's not a gifted man... down there," Mei admitted, glancing back down the beach toward where Jake and June were lounging. They were far enough away to be out of earshot.

Callie understood what she meant but she wasn't sure what to ask next. What might be appropriate? None of this was her business, so she treaded carefully. Thankfully Mei picked up on this and decided to continue. "I know, the whole Asian man stereotype. It's not always true. Just like I'm sure there's plenty of black guys in this world who aren't hung like... well... like--"

"Like Andre?" Callie said a little too quickly.

Mei paused like she'd just been slapped. Then she leaned forward and the girls giggled guiltily together.

"Nice to see I wasn't the only one who noticed," Mei admitted, teasing Callie. "Regardless, in June's case," she glanced down the beach at her husband, who was talking to Jake, blissfully unaware of the conversation that the girls were having, "I love him dearly. He's the sweetest, kindest, smartest man I know... but he's definitely no Andre."

"If you don't mind me asking... how much is he... *not* like Andre?" Callie struggled for the right way to phrase the question.

Mei simply held up her thumb and forefinger, spread barely two inches apart. Callie swallowed. She wasn't sure if that meant hard or soft. But she knew that was about Jake's size when he was soft.

"I knew what I was getting into before I married June. I really did. So this is a little on me. It's not his fault. I know his size isn't up to him. Hell... it's not even about size. Well... maybe it is. Maybe his insecurities over that shape his personality. But sometimes I wish he was a little more... rough, you know?"



Callie nodded. She understood completely. When she and Jake had first started dating, she once confessed to him that she had a fantasy of being taken aggressively. She'd hesitantly described a scenario where she was walking home from work one night after dark, and she doesn't know he's behind her. Out of sheer lust, he grabs her roughly from behind, pulls her in between buildings, and roughly takes her right up against a wall. Her breasts bared, pressed into the cold concrete wall as he tears off her panties, hikes up her skirt, and fucks her right then and there. Of course, Jake had been horrified. "You just described a rape scenario. I don't think I can do that." She sort of figured. Jake wasn't that type of man to get aggressive about... well anything. And it wasn't about the force used that spurred something within her. It was the thought of being swept away by someone who knew what he wanted, and wasn't afraid to just take it without hesitating. It was a sudden moment of a man wanting her so badly, that he was going to have her, regardless of the risks, the consequences, or any concerns-- he was animal, and she was the prize that went to the strongest and the most emboldened. *That* was what turned her on. She had tried to explain that it wasn't a "rape" scenario. Rape was about control and domination. Her fantasy was about sexual lust and brazen confidence. The line between those was dangerously fine, but there *was* a line. She struggled to convey that to Jake, but ultimately had let the matter drop. She had been too embarrassed to go on in further detail. And even if Jake did understand, the fact was, he wasn't that type of guy and never would be. He was the type of man to buy you flowers, tell you you're beautiful, and ask you if it feels good and if you're enjoying yourself, in the midst of gentle clumsy sex.

How could Callie explain that she was turned on by the thought of man not asking her if it felt good, or if he was hurting her; but just taking her, just being a man, and doing what a man does-- fucking her like the animals that they both are? Making love was for emotional needs. Sometimes, for sexual ones, she wanted be shown what her body was really used for, by a man who knew how to use his. She wanted grunts, and teeth, and slaps and to feel like he was completely in charge-- that his body was a ship in a storm, and she could only ride it and hang on for her life.

Those fantasies never stopped, even after she stopped mentioning them to Jake. She still had them. Sometimes, Jake came around in those fantasies, and *became* that man with the pure instinctive need to take her. But other times... other times the line between Jake and a total stranger became very blurred...

"June's a sweetheart," Mei continued, snapping Callie away from her deeply buried fantasies. "He's kind and gentle. He looks at me like a princess, that I'm definitely not." She laughed, as the bartender came over for their drink orders. "He treats me like a queen. That's great... but it's hard to see him as a King when I feel like he's just groveling. And sometimes, I don't want to be treated like a queen... sometimes I want to be treated like..."

"Like you're the last woman on earth, and he's going to show you that he's the best equipped for mating?" Callie just blurted out.

Mei looked taken aback. "I was going to say, I want him to treat me like he's not going to break me. But I like your way of saying it better. Very apocalyptic." She giggled.

"Jake makes me watch those stupid Mad Max movies," Callie admitted with a chuckle.

A voice suddenly cut them off, stepping up behind them. "Are you ladies having a good time?" It was a deep, resonant voice with a slight accent. They'd been leaning over the bar, Callie using it to rest her boobs on the wooden surface, her butt thrust out behind her while they'd been waiting. Now they felt Andre step between them. He rested his arms in the small of each of their backs, in a friendly, casual manner.

"Oh, hi," Callie said bashfully. Her mind replaying the last things they'd said out loud, wondering if Andre had overheard them. Her go-to emotion seemed to be self conscious embarrassment lately.

"Having fun now that you're here," Mei teased, and bumped her hip against his.

Callie could feel the heat rush to her face as Andre rested his hand on her hip and let it stay there, like he owned her. This was a man who just did what he wanted, and didn't second guess himself for a moment. She cast a glance to one side, noting that Andre was still shirtless, in just his Speedo. That poor bathing suit was probably exhausted, fighting for its life to keep that monster locked away.

"Drinks are on me this afternoon, girls," Andre leaned over the bar, inspecting what they ordered. He nodded to the bartender, who didn't seem to question this decision at all. He turned to Callie. She gulped beneath his penetrating stare.

"I think you'll need something stronger," he smiled at her, and she could feel his hand creeping higher along her hip. Warm and strong. It felt powerful. "My man," he called loudly to the bartender, bringing him back. "Make my girl here a 'Sex on the Beach'. And make it strong." He emphasized the word strong and offered her a wink. "I just figured I'd order you something you already want, but are too afraid to come right out and ask for." He teased, and gave her hip a little squeeze.

"Hey, where's mine?" Mei asked, sashaying her hips like she was having trouble standing still.

"Oh girl... you can order your own," Andre grinned. "Unlike Callie here, I don't think you're afraid to ask for something that you want badly enough," he let his eyes travel over Mei's petite frame.

She giggled under his stare, seeming to melt in front of him. Mei certainly didn't redden, or shy away. She looked intrigued, on a dangerous level. There was a slight way that she bit her lip. It scared Callie. She thought that maybe she should intervene and remind Mei of her husband and her prior commitments. But she didn't. Why did she care? She only met Mei and June this morning, and while she liked them both, it wasn't her place to stop them from making poor decisions. So why was she so concerned? Could it be jealousy?

Callie chose to ignore it, and watched the way the bartender hurried under this giant man's firm instructions and commanding presence. It was a little exciting. Andre wasn't being rude or hostile to the bartender. But he was ordering and instructing as though he was in charge around here. Jake would never dream of talking to staff the way Andre was. Of course, Jake was also a foot shorter, and about a hundred pounds less muscle. But Jake's strategy was to be almost Mickey Mouse-like friendly and accommodating toward waiters, in the hopes that they got his order right with minimal spit in his drink. Andre was taking charge.

When the bartender returned with their drinks, Andre grinned, staring down at the man. "And two paper umbrellas for the ladies," he said severely, as though it was the most important thing on the planet. The bartender fetched them like a dog, and Andre took a moment to tuck each one into Callie's and Mei's hair. The girls giggled together like swooning school girls.

"You girls enjoy your drinks, ladies" Andre said smoothly. He gave each of them a light but firm pat on the ass. A show of dismissing them, before he strode away from the bar, back toward the beach. Callie stiffened, slightly taken aback. It definitely wasn't the behavior of a man who worked here and catered to customers. He'd touched her ass! And he'd been so natural and unabashed about it, that Callie almost hadn't picked up on it. It had felt like a natural thing to do... for all of them.

Mei inspected him as he left, sucking on her straw as she watched his firm muscular ass cheeks bob up and down in his Speedo.

"Wow," she said.

Callie glanced back and forth between them for a moment. "You need a minute?" She snickered softly, like she was afraid to really laugh.

"Wow," Mei repeated. "I'd eat lunch off of that butt."

"I don't know what that means," Callie said, trying a sip of her drink. It was sweet and delicious... but it also tasted dangerous for sure. The alcohol was definitely making itself known.

"Seriously... I think I'm having a hot flash," Mei fanned herself.

"Mmhmm," Callie rolled her eyes. "C'mon. Let's go back to our husbands," Callie really emphasized the last word for the sake of snapping Mei out of her little lust fueled daze.

"Fine, but don't you judge me," Mei shot a playful finger in Callie's direction. "You've been as red as a lobster the moment Andre the Giant showed up."

Callie's face tilted down toward the ground in obvious guilt. "He just catches me off guard, that's all."

"Uh huh," Mei said in a tone of not believing her. Then snapping herself away from this topic said, "Can you do me a favor and carry the drinks over? I need to find the lady's room. I have to pee so badly."

Callie sighed with an amused smile on her face. "Well at least you're not gonna go in the ocean, like my husband would do. Go, I've got this," Callie collected the drinks while Mei dashed off toward the hotel and pool areas.

She returned to their loungers a few minutes later and passed out the drinks.

"I was starting to sober up," Jake kidded. "What took so long?"

"Girl talk," Callie shrugged innocently as she lay back down. "You know, comparing..." she resisted the urge to say 'who's better in bed' to spare June any further embarrassment, and opted for "who's the better kisser."

"Who is?" Jake prodded.

"I am," Callie beamed, proudly.

"That's hot."

"Where is Mei?" June asked, glancing around.

"She went to go find the bathroom." Callie said.

Jake pointed to the water. "Why, it's right over there?"

"That's disgusting."

"Why? Whales and dolphins use it as their toilet all the time. In fact, I'm gonna go use it right now," Jake stood and stretched, heading for the rolling blue waves.

"Don't you dare!" Callie fired back. "Go use the toilet, like a civilized adult."

Jake paused, "But I'm not a civilized adult," he smiled a broad stupid smile.

"I don't care. We just met these people. They don't need to see you pee ten feet from them."

"I was just kidding," Jake pouted, sitting back down.

Callie shook her head. "Sorry," she said to June. He laughed politely and waved it off. "I'm gonna go catch up with Mei," Callie said, feeling the urge to pee after all of the drinks. "Jake, I swear to god, you better not while I'm gone..."

He shrugged innocently.

Then Callie moved off, heading in the direction that Mei had gone.

***

Callie had found the bathrooms but no Mei. She thought that was a bit odd, especially since it seemed Mei had gone off in the wrong direction to begin with. After doing her business, her curiosity got the best of her.

She eyed the dunes and the clusters of palm trees that her new friend had headed toward with suspicion. It was isolated. They wouldn't have put a bathroom over there. Far from it.

Then as she stepped through the trees and long grasses, she heard the sound. It was soft over the distant crash of the surf, but gradually grew as she ventured closer. At first Callie thought it might be animals. There was certainly an animalistic quality to the noises. Two critters fighting over a meal, maybe?

But as she drew closer to the source, she realized that it was much more frenzied and passionate. And the sounds were louder, deeper, and resonant-- they'd have to be pretty big animals.

It dawned on Callie all too late what she was stepping into.

As she came around the nearest palm trunk, she spotted them. Two people in the throws of the wildest sex she had ever witnessed. No, not two people. Mei and Andre. He had her back up against a tree, lifting her small form easily in his big arms. He was standing up, spearing her again and again on what appeared to be an upturned arm between his legs. But it was no arm. His cock was ram-rod stiff and thick with veins.

Callie's eyes widened, and she had to throw her hand over her mouth to keep from audibly gasping. She ducked back behind the nearest tree, and for a few moments, couldn't bring herself to move. All she could do was listen.

"OH OH OHHHH!" Mei's voice was carrying. But for as firm and confident as she often spoke, only a disbelieving rasp managed to escape her throat each time Andre impaled her with his manhood. Callie knew it was each time that he impaled her, because the sound of their bodies coming together was unmistakable. A slapping sound made wet by the sweat building on their bodies.

"Who owns this pussy, bitch?" Andre's voice grunted. For a moment, Callie couldn't believe it was him that she was hearing. His voice no longer sounded smooth and coquettish. He was rough, commanding, and like a wild animal. He wasn't asking for an answer, he was demanding one.

"You do!" Mei cried out in pleasure and glee. "Oh god, you do! Harder! Harder! Own it!" She moaned.

Callie's heart was pounding in her ears as she processed this. She hadn't known Mei for long, but she had seemed level-headed. Callie liked and respected her. One minute, just a cute little Asian woman on vacation with her cute little Asian husband. The next, and she was drunkenly fucking a stranger in a grove of palm trees on a beach. And oh god! Poor June. Callie felt terrible for their new friend, but as the grunting went on and on behind her, Callie thought of what Mei had said-- about wanting to be taken by a man who'd make her feel differently than her respectful husband. It now seemed like Mei had impulsively thrown caution the wind and taken it upon herself to turn her fantasy into reality.

Callie listened for a few minutes more. The moaning and grunting seemed to go on and on, and it was only when Callie started to move her legs again, that she was aware of the wetness that had developed in her bottoms.

Was she actually getting turned on?

"Fuck, Andre! This is an absolute dream!" Mei grunted. And the muted sounds of feverish kissing was unmistakable.

Callie knew it was wrong, but she wanted to steal a glance. After all, she wasn't the one doing the cheating. She was merely an innocent bystander in all this.

Carefully... slowly... Callie leaned out from behind the tree. When they came into view, Callie could hardly keep her mouth from dropping open.

There they were, right out in the open. Well... not quite in the open. The clearing was isolated, shaded, surrounded by dunes, tall grass, and palm trees. But for such a salacious affair, they certainly picked a spot where anyone could happen by. Of course, she and Jake had been guilty of something similar only yesterday.

Callie watched as Andre easily hoisted the petite Mei up and down against his hard body. The size difference between them was considerable. Mei's legs were completely off the ground, wrapped tightly around Andre's waist. Her head was thrown back in pleasure. Her dark ponytail bobbing wildly. Her perky little tits had been exposed with her bikini top pulled to the side. Her boobs jiggled with each bounce of her body. Her hard nipples pointed to the sky as she leaned back and rode him. Her mouth was open and she was crying out again and again in pleasure. She looked like she was having the time of her life. No consideration or fear of getting caught. No remorse over breaking her vows with her husband waiting nearby, oblivious to his wife's infidelity.

Andre's hips were giving great bucking motions. His cock appeared and disappeared, shining wetly with Mei's juices. She must have been absolutely drenching him with her excitement. She had to be-- there'd be no other possible way for Andre to fit his monster cock into that tiny little body without completely splitting her in half. How the hell was Mei going to hide that from her husband?

Callie found her eyes were drawn to Andre. He looked powerful. His big dark muscles were flexing, veins standing out on his biceps and neck. His washboard abs tightening with each powerful thrust of his hips. His legs stood planted in the sand, and Callie was certain, they wouldn't move for anything on heaven or earth until he wanted them to move. His big hands cupped Mei's ass, big enough to make each ass cheek disappear in the palm of his hand.

Callie was mesmerized by the overall scene, she watched, almost in a trance as his big heavy balls swung back and forth in perfect rhythm. Most of his cock was buried in Mei, but what she did see was beyond anything that Callie could imagine a man carrying between his legs all day every day. He was a giant in every sense of the word. Callie had seen horses back home that weren't as gifted as this man was. It looked painful, scary... but intriguing. But it wasn't the size that drew Callie's attention. It was the overall attitude of Andre.

This was a man who was willing, able, and unstoppable. Even now, Callie felt like she was in a sled at the very edge of a steep slope. If she even expressed the slightest hint of intrigue to Andre, she knew he'd take hold of that sled and guide it over the edge, until it was screaming down the hillside all by itself. How easy it would be to fall into that pit-- and how fun it would be to do so, but it would very possibly end in disaster. She was certain that Andre was the type of man who knew how to make that happen, who knew just the right buttons to push to tip that sled off the edge of chaos and into blissful oblivion. Mei had dabbled, and now she was getting her brains fucked out of her.

Callie realized she was touching herself. In the midst of watching the adulterous scene unfold, she had slipped her hand between her thighs to touch. Her fingers came away drenched. How was she this wet over something that should shock and horrify her? But instead of stopping, she returned her fingers to her snatch and proceeded to rub. The feeling was electric. It made her shiver and tremble all over. Her knees threatened to buckle, and she had to lean against the tree trunk to steady herself. Her other hand moved upward, grasping one of her breasts and giving it a squeeze. Her nipple was rock hard, and the moment she found it, she gave it a twist, and had to bite her tongue to keep from moaning out loud.

Oblivious to their little observer, Mei and Andre fucked on and on. Their grunts carried. They said surprisingly little... at least very little that was comprehensible. Callie supposed she couldn't blame them. If she was getting fucked like that, her brain would be going so fast, she'd probably forget what words even are.

Andre held her easily, never tiring. Callie was all to aware that Jake had always wanted to fuck her like that, but lacked the upper body strength and endurance to stand and hold her up for any length of time. Andre looked like he could do this for days, holding women like they were his fuck toys-- his body had seemingly been built to be a pleasure machine... a... a reproducing machine.

Callie's face flushed as she even thought of it, but she sank her fingers into her wet folds as she continued to rub. She was trembling like a leaf as she violated herself to the scene.

Mei was moaning like an animal in heat as she kept her body locked firmly around the man who was taking her, like she was absolutely refusing to let him go. Callie couldn't blame her. Out here, in the throws of passion, Andre *was* her man. June might have been her husband, but at the moment, he was just some guy who was in the wrong place when this opportunity had arisen. June wasn't the men that Mei had chosen for her needs and satisfaction. That was Andre.

Callie bit her lip as she slid her hand beneath her top and tightened her pinch on her nipple. She let out a soundless gasp. God, it felt good, as though this was the first time in her life she'd ever masturbated before, and was only now discovering the pleasure that her body could bring her. Her fingers were an in and out blur between her legs, as she kept rhythm with Andre and Mei's fucking.



"Oh god," Mei grunted, struggling to catch her breath. She reached her arms above her head and hug onto a low hanging branch, bucking herself against Andre's body. "Don't stop. Don't stop... just keep going." She begged.

"I'm not stopping baby," he moaned, hands moving to her hips and gripping tightly. His body drove into her in deep long strokes, that gave Callie a sense of just how mammoth his organ really was. Callie began to rub her clit in fast little motions.

"You're my slut until I'm done," he grunted.

Mei moaned louder. Not a hint of regret on her face.

"Say it," Andre barked at her in a voice so rough and forceful, that it made Callie jump. At the same time, her body was leaking juices onto her fast moving fingers.

"I'm your slut," she agreed. "I'm your slut." Her eyes shut, her head thrown back. Her hips were working, trying to meet Andre's powerful thrusts, but she was doing barely a fraction of the work compared to what this hulking muscular tower of a man was doing to her.

"You might be with your husband," he continued to grunt, "But out here, the only one you're married to is me."

"Yessss," she cried out, and Callie realized that Mei was in the throws of a long string of orgasms, the likes of which, she probably wasn't used to. Not if what she'd confided to Callie about June's lack of endowment was true. Her cries of pleasure went on and on, and when Mei was finally able to speak again, she blurted out "I don't have a husband when you're around."

"You know your place," he grunted, his hips slowing to long deep stabs as he rammed himself into her pussy again and again. "It's right here on my cock."

"I'm all yours," she told him, her face a mask of pleasure. Pleasure that she had never experienced before, and that Callie could only imagine. Her voice lost to the fog of her post orgasm. She was clearly growing exhausted as the waves of pleasure in her body receded.

"Good girl," Andre grunted. He withdrew his cock from her body with a wet sucking sound. As it dropped into view, Callie almost gasped again. He really was huge. Nearly a foot long, or damn close. No wonder his swim trunks bulged the way they had. Fully erect, there was probably no chance he'd even be able to put them back on.

"Service me," Andre ordered Mei, like a lord would order a servant girl. "Now," he added a snarl for good measure.

Without a word of protest, Mei dropped to her knees in eager delight. She wrapped her hand around his shaft... or at least tried to. A small woman like Mei stood no chance of getting her fingers completely around Andre's girth. His cock was as thick as a tree branch. The head, like an apple dipped in dark chocolate. As Mei shrank to her knees and positioned her face in front of Andre's shaft, Callie thought the small honeymooning wife stood no chance of fitting that thing in her mouth.

But Mei wasn't going to let her opportunity to pleasure this sexual beast slip away. Callie felt like she understood. She would be just as intimidated by Andre... and her first instinct would be to pleasure him like he'd never been pleasured before... to please him, to make him happy with her... Callie sucked in a breath as she spun her fingers faster on her clit, building up to her own inevitable conclusion. Her hand gripped her breast harder... the way a hulking alpha of a man would need to grope her.

Mei licked her lips, opened her mouth and proceeded to fit Andre's tool inside.

"Suck that black dick, girl." Andre said, folding his fingers around her ponytail and holding her head by it. "Suck it."

And indeed Mei did. She bobbed her mouth on it, taking him deeper. Muted moans came from her small frame. Mei wrapped both hands around Andre's shaft as she gorged herself on his penis. Callie was shocked that there was even enough room for her to place both hands along it. Whenever she stroked Jake as she sucked him, she only ever had enough room to pinch him between her thumb and forefinger. Mei was able to use every part of both hands. Callie took note. Her heart was nearly beating out of her chest. Her whole body felt like it was on fire. She felt like the whole earth was shaking, not just her body.

Mei sucked like her life depended on it, her voice making eager muffled sounds. "Mmwahh mmwahh mwahh!" she moaned out loud, as though she was making kissing sounds.

Andre was pushing his cock deeper with each plunge of Mei's mouth. He was testing her limits to see how far she could take it.

Callie's own mouth was hanging open. Her breathing in quick deep draws. It was coming now, and there was nothing that she could do to stop it.

Andre bit his own lip, gazing down at Mei with approval in his eyes. Otherwise, he said nothing, and focused his concentration on fucking this married slut's face. His cock began to hit the back of her throat. "Glug glug glug!" Mei's moans turned wet and choking, but still she didn't let up. With tears in her eyes, she held on, bobbed her head for all she was worth, worked her tongue to take quick tastes along his shaft, and spun her hands along his length like mad. Andre's balls swung in a steady rhythm, bumping against her chin as he took this happy bride for all she was worth.

It was all too much. The excitement, the watching, being out in public, witnessing the defilement of a small young wife by this bull of a man. Callie's body began to quiver, taking over her orgasm and guiding it from there. She braced against the tree and clapped her hand over her mouth. Then it was happening. Stars danced in front of her vision. Her hips humped forward out of pure reflex, seeking what they needed-- something big and hard inside of her.

Her pale flesh broke out in goosebumps, and the rush of wetness between her legs told the story of how aroused she had been throughout this secret peep show of hers.

Oh god, it was so much more powerful than anything she'd felt before, because piggy backing on the tail end of her first orgasm, came another. Callie barreled through, working her hands in a blur around her clit. She shut her eyes, clenching her mouth shut to keep from accidentally crying out in pleasure. Fireworks behind her eyelids. She was certain she'd never stop. But eventually it did. She came-to, a quivering soaked mess of hormones, sweat, and lust.

When she opened her eyes, she saw Andre staring at her from the clearing. His eyes were burning with intensity. Not the smooth-talking flirt from the tiki bar, but an animal at his wildest-- devoting all of his focus to consummating with this new mate. Callie had never seen a look like that on a man's face, and for a second, all she could do was freeze in shock. Mei hadn't noticed her intrusion. She continued to suck, and stroke, and slobber away on Andre's pipe.

Finally, when Callie regained her wits, she pulled her hands from herself, fixing her bathing suit as quickly as she could, and darted away into the trees, blushing harder than she ever had in her entire life.

When she eventually returned to June and Jake, she found she couldn't look at either of them. When June asked if she'd seen Mei, Callie found herself uttering some line about looking for a lost earring in the sand. She was always a bad liar, but June didn't know that. Then she put on her sunglasses, and pretended to fall asleep.

***

Back at the room, Callie was restless. She couldn't get the image of Mei and Andre out of her head.

She had tried to convince herself on the beach that it had all been a dream. That Mei wouldn't cheat. Not on her honeymoon/anniversary. And certainly not on June. "I love June. He's kind and gentle. He looks at me like a princess..." Mei's words echoed in Callie's head. But they were always followed a second later by her words to Andre: "Who owns this pussy, bitch?" "You do! You do! I'm your slut! I don't have a husband when you're around."

Had she really meant all that? Mei had rejoined them at their lounge chairs about ten minutes later, like nothing had ever happened. She'd casually kissed her husband, lain back down, and resumed their lazy afternoon in the sun. The only tell-tale sign that anything had happened at all was the way that the sweat had glistened on her skin. Callie knew damn well that it wasn't all Mei's sweat either. But she would never say a word.

She just didn't know what to do with this knowledge. Or those images. Every time she closed her eyes, she saw Mei throw her head back, her eyes shut and her mouth open in a scream of pure primal pleasure. She saw the muscles of Andre's body, so hard and so smooth. She saw the cock that swung between his legs, so swollen and so ready and so... big.

The thoughts alone made her instantly soaked. The orgasm on the beach hadn't been enough. Callie needed more. And she needed more right now. There was just one problem...

"I think I'm in trouble," Jake remarked, glancing down at himself. It was a common problem for Jake-- having such fair skin meant he'd go from pasty white to red and burnt very easily.

"Oh Jake, I told you to put on more sun screen."

"I did... it was SPF one hundred and twenty... or something crazy like that." He eased himself down onto the bed, still in his swim trunks. He sucked in a harsh breath as his shoulders touched the pillow, then he sighed. His chest, stomach, shoulders, and face were bright pink, and only growing darker by the minute.

Callie bit her lip, watching him. Images of Andre's manhood, his powerful thrusts, and his domineering grunts were fresh in her mind. She supposed she could climb in the shower and enjoy some alone time like she had before, but she needed more than just that. She dropped her towel to the floor. A moment later, her bikini followed. Standing fully naked before her husband, she strode to the edge of the bed.

His eyes were still shut as she mounted the foot of the bed and began to crawl up toward him. There was something submissive to her movements that was new, called to mind from the way Andre had told Mei to "service" him.

When Jake opened his eyes and spotted Callie on all fours, crawling up to him, he cocked a confused eyebrow. "What are you doing?" He asked.

"Servicing you," she said back, her voice dropped to a husky tone. She didn't realize how badly she needed it, until the words floated from her mouth.

Then she hooked her fingers around the waistband of his shorts and tugged them down until his cock came into view. It was a pale flaccid pinky between his thighs. He wasn't up and hard to his fullest potential, and Callie was struck by how small and unimpressive it was. That wasn't fair to Jake, as it was all she'd ever known. But she couldn't help but regard it with disappointment, especially after seeing something so vastly different this afternoon.

"I don't know if I can," Jake groaned. "It hurts to move."

Callie wasn't listening. She ran her tongue along his limp shaft, up through his mane of strawberry blonde curls, and up to his belly. He sucked in a breath as her hot tongue slid along his sunburned skin. Then Callie hovered her chest over his cock, and started to slowly mash her tits against it.

"Can't you?" she smirked, peering up at him as she dragged her heavy boobs in slow little circles around his dick. She could feel it responding almost instantly, thickening and growing at an eager rate.

"You are so evil," he groaned.

"Wicked," she agreed, using the slow steady movement of her tits to nudge his cock around until it was nearly standing upright. She slid from side to side until his cock rolled between her breasts. Then she grasped her tits and mashed them together on either side of his shaft. His cock all but disappeared into her heavy bosom. "Where it go?" She teased in an innocent voice.

"Oh god, you know damn well where it went," Jake smiled. His face contorted in a lustful stupor. Her body always had a way of rendering him stupid.

Callie giggled naughtily and jiggled her tits playfully around it, earning a pitiful grunt from Jake. She slid her boobs up and down along him before his cock popped free. They had attempted this move many times before-- for whatever reason Jake had always wanted to place his cock between her tits and rub himself up and down between them. But there was never enough slack on his shaft to do so, and he popped free often... when her boobs weren't completely enveloping him. But Callie knew he loved the sensation, so she'd often hold his cock between her boobs and just mash them together.

It worked, because his penis was like a soldier at attention. A pale white five inch soldier. But it was hers, and she needed it now more than ever.

She leaned over and began to pepper his skin with warm kisses. Jake grunted and gasped softly as she took him in her mouth and softly began to suck. When she shut her eyes, images of Andre came roaring back with photograph-like intensity. "Service me, bitch," she could almost hear his voice in her ears. Commanding and authoritative. No regard for politeness, or fear of rejection. Without thinking about what she was doing, she plunged Jake to the back of her throat, well beyond how far she usually took him, past her gag reflex.

He hit the back of her throat as her lips came to rest against the very base of his shaft. She needed more. She pushed harder, her nose digging into his stomach, drool running from her lips and pooling around his member. She swallowed, and Jake let out a surprised gasp. Callie held him there, as the look of pleasure on Andre's face came roaring forth from her memory.

Finally Callie came up for air, gasping, and watching the saliva streamers run down Jake's shaft. She never sucked so messily before. And before she could chase that thought, she dove back in, and chased the thick drops of saliva with her tongue. She stroked him with two fingers and she licked the underside of his member, collecting what she'd left behind on him. She chased them to his round pale balls and lapped at them hungrily. Jake was gasping. His face a mask of confusion, questions, and pleasure.

Before she could even catch her breath, Callie was plunging him down her throat again. She stared up at him, the tears forming in her eyes and she gave fast eager bobs of her head to really stroke him with every part of her mouth. Her cheeks puckered in and she sucked until she heard Jake let out a groan of satisfaction.

Then she was up and clambering on top of him.

"Careful, careful," he urged her as she straddled his lap. She found herself staring down at his pale sunburned body. He looked very frail, like this simple act of mating might break him. She opted to shut her eyes, and the image of Andre's body was right there again. A body that not only would never break, but that could overpower and dominate any foe... and pleasure any woman.

Jake was gasping. She had already started grinding on his cock without realizing it. The head was slipping in and out of her pussy, slick with the saliva that she'd left behind. His face was a contorted mask of pleasure and pain.

"Awww... poor baby. Does the sunburn hurt?" She cooed.

Jake shut his eyes and nodded his head quickly.

"Let me help with that," Callie bit her lip and reached for the bottle of aloe beside the bed. She leaned back, until she was fully upright. She felt Jake's cock slip easily into her body and she sank down on it. Then she thrust her chest forward, proudly displaying her breasts and proceeded to squirt a tremendous dollop of the white creamy aloe all over her own breasts. She threw her head back and moaned like a slut in a porno movie, happily receiving her hard earned money-shot at the end.

She couldn't help but giggle, amused with herself, as she played the part and covered her chest with a thick layer of the goop. Jake was staring, too fixated on watching to register the humor. To him, it was wildly sexy, and wildly out of character for his wife.

Then Callie leaned forward, hovered her chest over Jake's and proceeded to rub her tits across his burn skin in slow sensual movements. Jake sucked in a breath as his skin stung, and the aloe chilled him. Then Callie began to move her hips up and down, riding him slowly as she used her tits to rub aloe back and forth, up and down.

"Oh god," Jake moaned, his eyes as wide as saucers as his wife gave him an eyeful. Her luscious breasts were shiny and caked with a thick white cream. They slid smoothly across his chest. He could feel her nipples poking against his skin as she moved. Her hips rocked against him in slow steady movements. It hurt like hell to move, so he laid still, feeling her belly on his, her chest pressing down on him.

Callie's eyes were shut, moaning softly as she bit her lip. She was seeing that look of intense, animalistic focus on Andre's features as he fucked Mei-- not caring at all who she was or whether or not she was married. In that moment, she didn't belong to her husband. She belonged to Andre. And there was no doubt among any of them.

"I'm your slut," Callie blurted out the words to the memory of Andre's face, echoing what Mei had said to him.

"What?" Jake was shocked to hear his wife say such things.

"I'm your slut..." she grunted, her hips building speed, no longer slow and gentle in their up and down motion. She was rocking them from side to side now as she let her heavy tits drag along his pecks.

Jake shut his eyes, too wrapped up in what was happening to question it. He moaned to the ceiling.

"I'm your slut," she repeated, almost mindlessly as she moaned. Her heavy hips and full tits pinned her husband to the bed. She wasn't even aware of her own building speed until she heard the headboard begin to thump against the wall.

"Oh... god... Callie," Jake managed to force out the words between his fast breaths. "Slow down... slow down," he plead, his toes curling and clenching.

"It's just a sunburn," Callie whispered, dismissive. Her eyes still shut, her thoughts somewhere else-- back in that cluster of palms-- as she slid along Jake's length in fast movements. Her butt bouncing up and down. The headboard now a steady THUMPTHUMPTHUMP into the wall. "Just keep going. Keep fucking your slut," she urged. "Let your slut service you."

Jake grunted, his whole body going stiff, and Callie felt the familiar inflating sensation in her loins-- Jake's cock hardening to its max, just before orgasm.

"I'm going to... I'm going to..." he was urging.

"No," she said rather severely. She wasn't done. Wasn't ready. She wanted to keep going. To get the fucking she desperately needed after what she had seen earlier today.

"Yes!" He said urgently, his eyes rolling back, trying to control it. But it was a battle that would be impossible to win. The orgasm was coming. Callie's sexuality and behavior was just too much to hold back.

"No, no, no, no, no," she ordered again and again, in time with the rhythm of the headboard pounding the wall. Her bounces were no longer gentle. They were aggressive, determined.

"Ugh... oh god," Jake's eyes suddenly fluttered. "It's happening!" He cried out. His mouth hung open, his tongue slack.

"Not yet! Oh god, please not yet!" Callie cried out, but she felt Jake's cock give the smallest hint of a twitch. Then came the spill of warmth. A few spurts, and it was over. He'd cum inside of her, and his cock was rapidly deflating.

Still Callie clung to him, trying to ride him, trying to scratch that insatiable nagging itch with what little remained of Jake's retreating erection. But it was to no avail. His limp penis slipped out of her moist lips with flop and a leaking trickle of the seed he'd deposited inside of her.

Her body still bouncing so fast and hard, that Jake started to gasp. "Honey, honey you're hurting me," he whimpered.

Callie's eyes popped open, the image of Andre disappearing, and beneath her was only Jake and his raw red burn. His eyes were a mixture of confusion and agony. She stopped almost immediately. "Oh my god, I'm so sorry," she clambered off of him.



"It's okay. Ah... it's okay sweetie." He tried to reassure her.

"Is there anything that I can do?" She knelt, looking around for anything that might be of comfort to him.

"No... it's fine. It's fine." He tried to smile.

But between the alcohol, her disappointing conclusion to their sex, accidentally hurting her husband, and her complete shock at having witnessed Mei's unapologetic cheating on her sweetheart of a husband, it was all too much. Callie found herself crying. It most certainly wasn't fine.

*** To be continued... ***
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For the rest of their second day, Callie didn't talk much about what was on her mind. She recovered from the little bought of hysteria, but it was hard to erase the memories that kept revisiting her. She was still processing what she saw out there on the beach.

Mei had cheated on her husband June, and fucked Andre. And she'd been so casual about it. Diabolical, even. One moment, she'd been the sweet loving wife, rubbing her husband's arm when he was having thoughts of self-doubt. The next, she was slipping away from him under the pretext of finding a bathroom, only to have wild sex with a man who was practically a complete stranger! And they'd done it nearly out in the open, in a grove of palms on the beach. Anyone could have happened by and saw. Even Mei's own husband, who would have been absolutely crushed if he'd walked in on that whole affair.

And what an affair it had been. Every time Callie closed her eyes, she saw Mei and Andre. She could hear their animalistic cries of pleasure. She could see the sweat from their bodies glistening in the afternoon sun as they fucked feverishly, urgently. Not even fucking. The term "mating" came to mind. Mei and Andre hadn't just "fucked". They'd mated, in the most primal sense of the word. Two animals, forgetting any trace of civility or society and just urgently throwing themselves into what their bodies craved, only for Mei to return to her husband's side and pretend like it never happened.

...Speaking of what bodies craved... Callie was wet. Every time that image popped into her head. The screams, the cries, the kisses... and Andre. The image of his naked body was burned into her memory. His huge dark muscles flexing as he easily handled Mei's light little body. The enormous manhood that he had used to invade her pussy... and her marriage. Callie had never seen anything like it in her entire life. She hadn't even known they *could be* so big. And more than anything... the way that Andre had caught Callie spying. The way he'd intensely stared at her as he violated Mei's wedding vows.

Callie spent a lot of time contemplating that stare. Was he mad at her, that she'd caught him? Was he putting on a show? Was he trying to intimidate her into not saying a word to Jake and June? Or... was there something more in that look?

"Are you alright?" Jake asked.

"Huh?" She snapped herself back into the present.

He was watching her in the mirror as he delicately applied a dress-shirt over his chest and began the arduous task of buttoning it. His sunburn was raw and red, starting to blister. The simple movements were causing him considerable pain as he dressed himself. Sun poisoning, most likely.

Callie, herself, had reddened a bit from their day at the beach, but she'd been cautious. A mixture of pink and tan where the sun had kissed her. Her hair looked a lighter shade of blonde (as it often got after spending time in the sun) and was wavy-- beachy looking, and she had noticed tan lines starting around her breasts. Regardless, the coloring on her face wasn't enough to hide her blushes and vacant stares.

"Oh yeah. I'm fine," she said. "I was just thinking that we don't really know these people that well."

"Mei and June?" Jake cocked his eyebrow. "We couldn't stop gushing about them earlier. What changed?"

Callie didn't want to say. She hurriedly said "She just worries me when she's been drinking a lot, that's all," she was hoping Jake wouldn't press it further.

"I didn't think she was that bad. But we won't stay long if she gets like that again," Jake assured her with a smile, adjusting his shirt and fixing his collar. He hissed through clenched teeth each time, from the pain of his burn.

They had agreed to meet up for dinner. Jake had put on a white button down with some khaki slacks-- island semi-casual, if they could call it that. Callie had opted for a nice maroon tank top with a lace pattern along the neckline, and a pair of black dressy shorts. They were short-- easily mistakable for a skirt, that showed off much of her smooth thighs. A pair of heels (that she rarely wore) perked her butt and highlighted her strong legs.

They met up with Mei and June at one of the resort restaurants that overlooked a sprawling pool with curving islands covered with trees and plant life (to create the effect of a natural spring). It was closed at this hour. The water was calm and lit from beneath. That, combined with the warm ocean breeze created a relaxing effect that Callie desperately needed. Her face was still flushed, and her thoughts elsewhere as they sat down and ate.

Mei and June were perfectly fun and pleasant, as they'd always been. June was oblivious to the events from this morning, and Mei was the attentive, playful, and loving wife. Callie watched her, mystified that Mei could play this off so well-- having just cheated in the most carnal ways possible, and yet not having a single lingering shred of guilt on her face. Had Callie done something like that, it would be written all over her expressions. Callie wasn't sure if she secretly hated Mei in that moment, or if she was envious. The feelings were wrestling with each other behind her eyes as she smiled politely and made normal conversation. As normal as could be, considering how withdrawn she looked.

Again, her expression hid nothing. Jake seemed to sense something was up with her. He nudged her several times, asking if she was okay; if she was having fun; if something was bothering her. Callie dismissed it each time, that nothing was wrong. But her lack of a smile, and her exceptionally quiet demeanor said otherwise. Poor Jake. Unlike other times when she'd grow quiet and withdrawn, she really wasn't being passive aggressive. She just needed some time to sort out her thoughts. Distance would be nice.

"Homesick?" Mei smiled over her glass of wine.

"I guess," Callie said, hoping the group would accept that answer and move onto a different topic without another word. "I have never really been far from home for long." She shrugged.

"Callie is a home body," Jake said with a polite smile, reaching under the table and giving her hand a squeeze. She didn't return it.

"You know, we have a gift certificate for a couple's massage," Mei said. "June doesn't want to go. Massages weird him out."

June agreed. "I don't like being naked in a room with strangers touching me. That doesn't sound relaxing to me. It sounds stressful."

Callie reddened again. From what Mei had told her, June's endowment was a great source of shame. She suspected that was the real reason June was avoiding the massage.

"I do love back rubs," Callie admitted.

"Then it's settled," Mei said. "Tomorrow, you and I are having a girl's day."

"Umm... I guess that would be fun..." Callie smiled, her face tilted down to the table. She wasn't entirely sure how she felt about spending time with Mei. But maybe Mei wanted to explain herself, or justify her actions. Mei still didn't know that Callie had seen her and Andre, but maybe Mei wanted to get it off her chest.

"What the hell, where's my invitation?" Jake teased.

"You are so sunburned that you cried in the shower earlier," Callie smirked. "Do you really think you can take someone rubbing your shoulders and back?"

Jake mock pouted. "Well... if they're really gentle about it."

Callie glanced at Mei and couldn't resist giggling. She handed Jake a glass of wine and said "Here... if you can lift this above your head without wincing, you can come."

Jake picked up the glass, looked at it, then set it back on the table in defeat. He wasn't even going to bother.

The girls snickered.

"You should probably get that looked at," June suggested.

"I just need to take it easy for a couple of days," Jake said, sounding more hopeful than confident.

They finished their meal and when they returned to their rooms, Jake was nearly in agony as he stripped out of his shirt.

"Aw Jake," Callie cooed when she saw how red and irritated his skin had become. The burn was worse than she thought.

"Yeah, it hurts like hell." He collapsed on the bed with a sigh, burying his head into the pillow miserably and not daring to move. "Enjoy your day tomorrow."

***

Jake had managed to work some aloe cream onto his more burnt areas, as the morning sun streamed in through the balcony doors. But the effort left him in pain, and he otherwise didn't want to move.

"Sorry I'm not being very fun," he groaned from the bed. He meant it. This was their trip and Callie was very much out of her element. He knew how much she leaned on him to be the provider and the guide in general, let alone in a foreign country far from home. And more than that, he hated being the reason her trip was about to become much more boring.

"No worries," Callie was toweling off after her shower. She'd put on a pair of pastel pink panties and a matching bra as she dried her hair. "I'll go get a massage with Mei. Maybe come back and rent a movie with you, and order in. I don't know yet."

"Maybe Mei knows some fun ideas?" Jake looked at her, trying not to get too excited over the way her full curves looked in her bright pink panties and bra. The bra sat low, forcing her big round 36DD's high. They were on proud display, and Jake could sense the beginnings of tan lines. The skin on top a nice gold shade, while the areas that had been covered by her bikini were bright whitish-pink. She looked radiant.

She seemed uneasy by this suggestion, but he couldn't fathom why. "M-maybe," she said, and before Jake could contemplate why she was stammering and blushing, Callie turned and retreated back to the bathroom. He heard the hair dryer kick on, and lull him into a pleasant trance with its white noise.

***

Before she left, Callie had put on a light and airy white miniskirt, made of that soft reassuring cotton they used as sweat suit material. It went well in this casual vacation setting. She slipped into a turquoise halter top that clung to her tummy and hugged her chest. Callie thought the colors were playful and fun, though the skin-tightness often attracted Jake's wandering eyes. Even as she kissed him goodbye and told him to feel better, she sensed his relentless eyes going to her boobs in that thin stretchy material.

Then she was heading to the lobby to meet Mei, her flip flops slapping off the tile, and her skirt playfully bouncing with each step.

"Has anyone ever told you that you walk like a ballerina?" Mei greeted Callie in the lobby. She was nearly drowning in a fluffy white robe, looking like a miniature princess on vacation, just waiting to be pampered.

Callie paused and glanced self-consciously down at herself. "Well yeah, actually. I took dance when I was little. I think it might have affected the way I walked growing up."

"You sort of bounce on the balls of your feet," Mei grinned, appraising her. "It's cute. Like a perky cheerleader."

"I was one of those too," Callie added. And they both giggled.

Mei led Callie to the spa area. "I scouted it out this morning," Mei explained.

"Couldn't wait, could you?"

"What can I say? I'm *very* sore," Mei commented.

Callie's face turned bright red and her eyes wandered away from Mei. The knowledge was written all over her face. Mei didn't have to scrutinize for long.

"You're blushing? Why are you blushing?"

"Oh... I don't know," Callie admitted, wishing she'd just drop it.

Mei rounded on her, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. "You know something. Spill it!"

Callie glanced around the empty spa reception area, making sure they were alone before she spoke. Her eyes and expression were one of a dog that just piddled on the floor and was awaiting the inevitable scolding. "I... uhh... I saw you. Yesterday. With Andre."

Mei looked slightly guilty, but to Callie's surprise, her smile only broadened. "You saw us? Well I guess that's my fault. I should have been quieter. But, oh my god, I couldn't have, even if I wanted to."

"It... it looked very... acrobatic," Callie was at a loss for words. She was trying to keep the judgment from her eyes.

Mei also lowered her voice and leaned conspiratorially into Callie. "Callie... I haven't been fucked like that, ever."

"Oh my. I'll bet."

Mei looked momentarily ashamed. "I know what you're thinking. But remember what we talked about? How we both fantasize about a change-- something rough and powerful with a man who knows how to just take you and show you what your body was built for? That conversation was just fresh in my mind. And then we saw Andre, and I was feeling adventurous, and I just had to go for it."

Callie's heart was pounding. She wasn't sure why, but she could feel her hands trembling slightly with this conversation. Mei was speaking so frankly about it, in a way that Callie would never dream of doing if she had cheated on Jake.

"Just like that?" Callie asked.

"Just like that. He was more than ready," Mei nodded, her stare distant, returning to that memory. "He was... wow. It *is* true what they say about black men and BBC."

"BBC?" Callie asked.

"Big... black... cock," Mei devilishly emphasized each symbol, like she was reading the recipe for an exotic dish.

Callie reddened. She put her hand to her lips, and glanced sharply around the empty room, again confirming that they were alone.

"I'm not going to lie, after trying it, it's kind of hard to go back to June. I love June... but boy, he could *never* do the things that Andre did. As it is, I'm not going be able to sleep with him again until my body readjusts. I doubt I'd even feel June right now. Andre stretched me to new limits."

Callie was standing uncomfortably, her legs trembling, unsure what to say as she processed what Mei was telling her.

Then Mei got a wicked little smile on her face. "You should try him. You'd love it."

Callie's mouth nearly dropped open. "Try him? I'm married," she nearly breathed the words in the softest whisper that she could manage.

"So? So am I. We could be affair sisters," she taunted. "I guarantee that you would not be disappointed."

"Mei, stop it. I'm married. I'm on my honeymoon. And I'd never cheat on Jake."

"I never thought I'd cheat on June. But it happened... and you know what... I don't regret it."

"Mei!" Callie gasped.

"It was the hottest, wildest, sexiest time I've ever had. I haven't cum like that before. The things that man did to my body..." She trailed off, biting her lip. She was turning herself on by just the thought. "Besides... I think he likes you. I saw the way he was feeling your hip at the bar."

"No he wasn't," she said defensive. "We should stop talking about this. I wouldn't ever--"

"How long were you watching us?" Mei interrupted.

Callie reddened. It was all the answer that Mei needed. "A little while," she said, trying to sound vague and innocent... but she couldn't lie. It would be obvious."

"Uh huh. And what were you doing while you were watching?" Mei teased.

"N-nothing... just watching."

"Right. Just watching," Mei rolled her eyes. "You were just watching. And Andre was just holding me up to keep my feet from burning in the hot sand. Be honest with me, Callie. It's written all over your face. Were you masturbating?"

"Well..." Callie glanced away, then shamefully put her hands over her face. "Okay, I was. Just a little bit. But I was."

"Hey, you're only human. You liked what you saw. It turned you on. You did what felt good. I can respect that. And Andre and I were putting on quite the show. I'd be insulted if you didn't touch yourself. Were you thinking about his big black cock?"

"Mei! That is wrong for so many reasons. For one, it's racist--"

"Nothing racist about what we were doing," Mei smirked. "If anything, I was just paying for reparations. But you didn't answer my question. Were you thinking about Andre and his giant dick?"

Callie didn't trust herself to form the words. She nodded shamefully.

Mei smiled. "Girl, there is nothing wrong with looking at things you want. Stop beating yourself up so much. When things turn you on, you look at them."

"But I never thought about a black guy... or any guy other than Jake..." Callie quickly corrected, her cheeks burning with embarrassment.

"You're such a liar, Callie," Mei teased, but decided to dismiss this line of questioning. "You are wound up so tight. You *need* a massage." Mei leaned in and gave Callie a big hug.

Callie was stiff under her touch.

"I'm glad we cleared the air. You were acting weird last night," Mei said.

"Was I?"

"I thought you were in some silent fight with Jake or something. So that's what this was all about? You were freaked out by what you saw."

"I was," Callie sighed with relief. Despite her embarrassment, she felt lighter, considerably better to have gotten these thoughts off her chest. She could talk to Mei about what she'd seen, and it wasn't weird.

"C'mon. I'll sign us in while you get changed. Then we'll get you good and loosened up." Mei suggested, guiding Callie back toward the dressing rooms. That sounded nice. Although there was something about Mei's choice of words... and the little twinkle in her eye that made her uneasy. Especially as Mei leaned toward the receptionist and began to conspiratorially whisper.

***

Jake spent most of the day laying in bed, groaning, feeling sorry for himself, and (most of all) feeling sorry for Callie. He'd majorly messed up by not wearing sunscreen, and now Callie was off having a crummy vacation without him.

...Or worse... she could have been having the time of her life without him.

As selfish as it was, that thought was somehow slightly worse. He felt left out-- like a party that he was missing out on because he was too sick to attend. He was the uninvited, the outsider.

He laid in bed for a while, restless. He checked the clock. Fifteen minutes had passed, and for some reason, he had a weird feeling in his gut that he couldn't explain. He thought of Callie-- nervous and out of her element, laying naked on a massage table. It spurred some life into his loins. But it also spurred something else-- the image of someone running their oily hands over her body. It might be another woman-- in which case that'd be sort of hot. But... what if it wasn't? What if her masseuse was a man?

He needed to know he was still on good terms with her. Jake impulsively reached for his phone, wincing as he did, and texted her. "How's the massage going?" He was curious to know. Most likely he wouldn't hear anything back if she was in the middle of it...

A moment later, his screen lit up. "Not started yet. Getting undressed. This is weird."

That response made Jake laugh slightly. Okay, things were far less erotic than he was concerning himself over. He could imagine the scared doe-like expression to her eyes, and the funny way she darted her head around when she was nervous or out of sorts. Most likely she'd get on the massage table and (no matter how much of a sucker she was for his intimate back rubs) would probably freak out the moment some stranger began to touch her.

He decided she needed some reassurance. It would go a lot further than him voicing any concerns or sounding like he was insecure that she was having fun and he wasn't. "You'll have fun. It's like a back rub, only way longer and professional... and it doesn't end the way it usually ends when I do it." That last remark was followed by a winking face.



"I'll text you after it's over," she promised. "Love you."

Satisfied, he set the phone to the side and spent the day trying to relax. But still, he had a weird nagging feeling. He watched HGTV for a while, then flipped around the channels for a while until he found some cheesy movie with Billy Zane and a blonde and curvy Kelly Brook as a husband and wife on vacation, set in a tropical setting. Jake nodded off for a while, and the sleep was a merciful reprieve from the damage from the sun. He awoke at one point. The same movie was on, but now Billy Zane and his wife were marooned with a handsome stranger on a tropical island. It looked like the wife and the stranger were having feverish sex in the crashing waves while Billy Zane obliviously explored, unaware of the infidelity of his wife.

A feeling of deep anxiety and dread fell into the pit of Jake's stomach, even as he shut off the TV and nodded off again.

When Jake awoke, it was well into the afternoon, his stomach was rumbling.

He checked his phone. Not only had hours gone by, but half the day. "Callie?" he called to the empty room. "Are you back?"

There was no answer.

He glanced at his phone. The massage had to be over by now, but still Callie hadn't messaged him to let him know that the massage was over. That wasn't really like her. Callie always called. She might have been a classic blonde, and naïve at times, (her personality sometimes reminded him of Lisa Kudrow from "Friends") but she would never be considered flakey or unreliable.

The previous knot of anxiety that he'd felt in his gut was growing larger. He called her.

The phone rang several times before picking up. "Hello?" Callie's voice sounded hollow, almost a little robotic.

"Hey sweetie," Jake said. "I was getting worried. I hadn't heard anything from you. How was the massage?"

There was a pause on the other end that seemed to go on forever. Finally Callie's voice replied "Oh, the massage. It was... it was fine." There was something in her voice that sounded off. Cold, almost. Like she was avoiding telling him something. There wasn't the usual swooning, lovey dovey tone that she usually had when talking to him.

He picked up on it immediately. "Is everything alright? You sound different."

"I'm fine," she replied, slightly defensive-- even more guarded than before-- or that could have been his imagination. Why was she evading him? Did something happen? "I have to go. I'm out shopping. I'll talk to you later." She was hurrying to end the call.

"O-okay," he said, surprised. "I love you."

Then she clicked off with no acknowledgement.

The whole situation was weird. It left a bad taste in his mouth. If he wasn't feeling uncomfortable before, he definitely was now. He lay in bed, listening to the TV, but not really hearing it. His own inner thoughts and concerns drowned it out. Was everything okay? Could Callie be in some kind of trouble? That seemed like the most logical answer, but he knew her mannerisms. And she didn't sound scared. She almost sounded... guilty. Which raised new worries. Had something happened? Had things gotten carried away with her massage?

Jake thought of the movie that had been playing in his half asleep state-- scenes of a wife having sex with a hot stranger without her husband knowing. Suddenly a whole slew of thoughts popped into his head. Imagines of his wife on the massage table, moaning in pleasure as a strange man put his hands all over her body.

Often times at home, Jake would rub Callie's back if he was feeling frisky. He'd step around to her head and as he'd rub her shoulders, Callie would reach up and unzip him. Then she'd wrap her warm lips around his cock while he worked the knots loose in her muscles. What if she'd forgotten herself? What if she'd been so wrapped up in the pleasure of a real professional massage, delivered by a hot stranger, that she'd lost track of who and where she was, and just went for it? Callie was hot, and all men knew it. Nobody, not even a professional, would refuse such an advance from her. And Jake had heard stories that the guys at these resorts could sometimes be pretty sleazy with attractive women.

More than ever, now, Jake was desperately wishing she'd come back. He spent the next several hours glued to his phone. Twice, he tried calling her. Once, the call rang and rang, completely ignored. And a second time, it rang once, then went right to voicemail. She'd refused the call. What the hell was going on?

By the time Callie returned to the room, Jake's heart was pounding out of his chest. He'd managed to sit upright in the bed, but the burning on his skin was hardly easing.

She stepped into the room, her flip flops clapping on the floor. Her halter was still clinging to her belly and breasts. Jake realized that he could see the points of her nipples pressing through the stretchy blue fabric, and there was a lot more jiggle to her breasts as she moved. She wasn't wearing a bra. Jake was confused. She'd been wearing one when she left. A matching pink bra and underwear set. Where had her bra gone? She had taken it off and never put it back on. Why?

Likewise, her breezy beach mini-skirt showed more of her thighs than he remembered it showing-- like it had been hiked higher on her hips than normal. And her hair was wild and windblown-- taking on the natural beach waves that hair often did when out in the sun and salty air. She looked good... sexy... like an innocent girl who doesn't realize she's dressed very close to something slutty. She seemed to be glowing, despite the tight expression on her face, the tense set of her mouth, or the averted glances.

"Hey," she greeted him nonchalantly as she stepped inside, carrying two large clothing store bags. There was certainly no indication that something scary or dangerous had happened. But Jake felt like her smile was deliberately guarded. She wasn't meeting his eyes. "How was your day?" She asked as she laid the bags down.

"It was okay. What happened earlier?" Jake said. "You weren't answering, and I was getting worried."

"Oh, that," Callie explained. "Andre told me that it wasn't a good idea to have my phone out in the city. That it might attract attention from the wrong sorts of people."

"Andre?" Jake asked.

Callie froze for a second, rethinking what she'd just said. Her eyes widened and her cheeks reddened. Then her face became a mask of forced composure. "Yeah. The city can be dangerous, so he said it wasn't a good idea for me to go shopping alone."

That made sense to Jake, but it was almost like she hadn't wanted to reveal that Andre had gone with her. Why? Andre had been hired for just these sorts of things. Had Andre made her uncomfortable? Callie often did shy away from Andre whenever he was around, always blushing and nervous. Maybe it was the fact that he was black. Jake wasn't bothered by other ethnicities, and Callie of all people was very tolerant and progressive. But, Jake supposed, she was still from a small, sheltered, and closed-minded town. Maybe that upbringing had just made her weird towards their guide.

He decided to let the matter drop, and not grill her for more information. If something honestly had happened to make her uncomfortable, she'd tell him on her terms. "Did you have fun at least?"

This time, she did light up, and her smile became more authentic. "Yeah, actually." But she didn't say more than that, and there was still a small guilty look to her face.

Jake had to push harder to get her to elaborate, which again, wasn't like Callie. "So where'd you go shopping?"

"Oh, Andre took me across the city. Outside of the resort, most of the stores are gimmicky touristy places. Sea shell necklaces, and cheap t-shirts. The high end shops-- those are across town. There's actually a lot of fancy restaurants and very high priced hotels that way too."

Jake couldn't help but smirk. "Cartel run?"

"Okay, you were right about that."

"Really?" Jake was actually surprised. He thought he was just being a smart ass.

"Andre says that the cartel does control most of that part of town. But that tourists don't have to be afraid of them. They're like any other business. They want people to buy their drugs, so it doesn't do them any good to hurt their customers-- especially Americans." She laughed nervously. "It makes sense, right?"

It did, but Jake wasn't sold. She was talking about dangerous people. Jake didn't know much about drug lords beyond his Hollywood education, but they weren't exactly Walmart greeters. These were men who killed others professionally, tortured them, made them disappear, put pretty women into the sex trade. He found himself again, inspecting Callie-- a pretty white woman from small town America, with long blonde hair, big blue eyes, big white boobs, and a naïve and trusting heart. And in that outfit, with her tits making themselves very known just how perky and round they were, and her mini-skirt showing just how accessible those legs and round ass were... he didn't like the idea that men in the streets might be looking at her... men that Jake couldn't protect her from. This was a very different world, where police weren't like they are in America, and family was just a phone call away.

For the briefest of moments, Jake could only envision Callie as the victim of kidnap, sitting in some dark and filthy drug den, surrounded by snarling men with gang colors and face tattoos. They were getting her high as a kite, and relentlessly passing her around, fucking all of her holes with their big rough cocks... and Callie was screaming... but not in pain but in pleasure-- blowing hazy pot smoke kisses into other men's mouths, and snorting lines of coke from their towering erections-- all while begging them for more.

He shook his head and the nightmare image was gone. He could have told her what was on her mind. Of his fears. But then he'd sound just like Callie's overly conservative father. Jake didn't want that. Instead he just nodded. "Yeah, it makes sense. So what did you buy? You said these places were high end. Do I need to cancel your credit card?" he grinned, hiding his worries behind a playful grin.

Callie considered her response like a chess player. Her eyes going to the ceiling cutely, as they often did when she was thinking hard about what to reveal. "Well... umm... Andre bought them for me."

"Andre bought you a bunch of clothes?" Jake asked.

Callie reddened. "He insisted. He said it was his treat, since he took me places that were out of our budget."

Jake wasn't sure how he felt about this. On the one hand, there was an incredible relief. That completely explained why Callie was acting weird and evasive-- especially when the topic of Andre came up. A working man had spent money that he didn't have to, treating Callie to a good time that she was already having, because she was on vacation. She probably felt guilty, like she'd used him. That explained everything.

But... on the other hand... another man had bought clothing for his wife. Jake wasn't quite sure how to describe the feeling, but something about it was... off.

"Can I see?" Jake asked.

Callie hesitated. "Real quick. I want to start getting ready."

"Ready? For what?"

"Andre told me about a dance club on the other side of the resort. Mei wants to go, so I'm going to come along."

Now Jake lifted his eyebrows. Callie wasn't really a party type of girl, though he knew she'd gone dancing a few times with friends in college. It wasn't the sort of thing that interested him, but he was surprised by her impulsivity today.

"Is June going?" Jake asked.

"No. It's not really his thing."

"I could see that. Maybe I should come along."

Callie looked momentarily caught off guard. Her eyes flicked around as her mind whirred into gear, trying to carefully think of what to say. "It's a dance club, so you probably wouldn't like it. Besides... you're burnt. How are you feeling by the way?"

Jake made to stand up, but groaned from the pain. "Okay, you're right," he sat back down in defeat. "Maybe I'll call June, and we'll go get a beer or something."

Callie's smile was real this time. She looked almost... relieved. "See. There's a good idea. Get out of the room and have some fun."

She carried her bags to the bathroom with her head down, where she began to rummage.

"So what'd you get?" Jake called out curiously.

"Oh... umm..." Callie seemed to hesitate before pulling articles from her bags. She held up a bikini. It was bright white and fancier in design than anything she would pick out on her own. A blush was creeping over her cheeks. A couple pairs of heels of different colors and heights. A few beach wraps and skirts. And there were a few cocktail dresses. Callie selected a white one and hung it up above the bathroom door.

Jake was rather surprised. None of the clothes were her usual style-- definitely nothing that she'd pick out on her own.

"Did Andre pick those out for you?" Jake asked.

Callie reddened. "He helped."

Jake didn't know what to say, but he felt that leaden ball in his gut again. A feeling of anxiety that he couldn't quite explain or pin point. "Well... he has a good eye. Maybe he's gay?" Jake suggested, trying not to sound as hopeful as he was starting to feel.

"Maybe," Callie replied. But she wasn't sharing in the humor. Her face had become withdrawn with practiced neutrality. She knew something that she wasn't saying.

She returned to the bathroom to get ready. Through the frosted glass dividing wall, Jake saw Callie slip off her miniskirt. But there was no underwear beneath.

***

Approximately 5 hours ago...

"How's the massage going?" Jake's text message lit up the screen as Callie was changing out of her halter in the spa changing room.

She startled when it had gone off. Callie was nervous. She'd never had a professional massage before, and it showed. Sure, she would pester Jake to rub her back every chance she got. And he'd usually do it, if she offered him something in return. Very often, a back rub for her ended in sex for him. A fair trade. But was that what went on at professional massage parlors? Would the masseuse expect something like that in return?

No, that was silly. And she had Mei with her. Nothing would happen with a friend in the room. Or would it? Mei had just cheated on her husband only yesterday, and didn't seem the least big apologetic about it.

Callie picked up her phone and typed back. "Not started yet. Getting undressed. This is weird." It felt good to get that off her chest. She was jittery.

Jake flashed a cartoon thumbs-up. "You'll have fun. It's like a back rub, only way longer and professional... and it doesn't end the way it usually ends when I do it." That last remark was followed by a winking face.

It made her laugh.

"I'll text you after it's over. Love you," she responded.

Callie stripped down to just her bra and panties. Thank god, she'd had the foresight to wear normal underwear, and not some lacy thong. The masseuse didn't need that big of a thrill.

She bundled up with the robe provided, and by the time she stepped out, Mei was waiting, looking impatient. "Oh sweetie, this is supposed to be relaxing for you."

"It is," Callie said.

"Well tell your face that. You look terrified."

Without Mei taking charge, Callie was positive she would have been lost. They found themselves in a room lit by candles. The sound of running water trickled ceaselessly from a fountain. Callie guessed it was to be soothing, but she was worried it'd make her have to pee. A diffuser was softly blowing mist into the air, heavy with the scent of lavender. A pair of tables occupied the center of the room, cushy and white.

Callie inspected them curiously with her heart drumming away in her ears.

"Good morning ladies," a disarming voice behind them. "We'll be your masseuses for the day."

Callie glanced up, and saw a pleasant looking man with young sweet face talking to them. He couldn't have been a day over 20. His skin was very dark, but his eyes were lively and his smile was boyish. He was instantly disarming.

"I'm Darren," he said in perfect English. "And this is Andre."

Darren stepped to the side, and towering over the younger man, stood their guide, in all of his 6 foot 8 inches of towering glory. "Well hello there, Mrs. Decker." Andre grinned pleasantly.

Darren branched off toward Mei, and Andre moved toward Callie's side of the room.

"You're a masseuse?" Callie's eyes widened.

"Not normally," Andre admitted with a delighted smile. "But there was a special request made for my services. And we're in the business of pleasing our guests."

"A special request?" Callie was baffled, until she glanced over at Mei.

Mei was beaming ear to ear. She mouthed the words "You're welcome," to Callie, and gave her a suggestive wink.

Callie reddened. Mei had set this up. That was the only explanation-- especially after suggesting that Callie 'give Andre a try'. Callie would have been mad at her, if she wasn't so caught off guard and nervous to begin with.

"Don't worry. I've been trained in massage therapy," Andre said, his deep voice smooth and soothing. He put his hands lightly on Callie's shoulders and eased her back toward the table. "It's one of the perks of working here. I can dabble in whichever job I want."

"Is that so? They don't hire people specifically just for one job?" Callie asked.

"Thankfully, I have enough pull around here that they make exceptions for me," Andre grinned. "I guide, I drive, I guard, I make a mean cocktail, and I can rub a sore woman very well," he winked, hands still on her shoulders.

She peered up at him and nodded, swallowing. She wasn't sure why she felt so nervous. Maybe because of the way Mei was looking over. It felt like her new friend were trying to set something up that was less than innocent.

"Disrobe, and lay down on the table," Andre patted the massage table before stepping over to the sink, washing his hands and making a few preparations.

It felt wrong to be taking off her robe in front of anyone but her husband, but also kind of thrilling in a way that she didn't expect. It brought heat to her face. She dropped her towel, now in just her pink bra and undies. She bit her lip, swallowing, and telling herself that it was no different than Andre seeing her in a bikini yesterday. That made it better. Then she climbed onto the table, laid down, and waited.

She had almost completely forgotten about Mei and Darren, only a few feet away. They may as well have been in their own world. When she glanced over, she saw Mei was face down on the table, looking like a small delicate doll. Callie startled to see that she was naked. Only a towel barely covered the curve of her small perky butt.

When Andre turned back around, he snickered slightly. "This is your first massage, isn't it?"

"Why?" Callie stammered, her voice trembling.

"Because you're still in your bra and underwear."

Across the room, Mei giggled. "You're still wearing those? Why am I not surprised?"

Callie blushed. "I didn't know I was supposed to be naked."

Andre was patient. Applying lotion to his large hands. Callie eyed them curiously, wondering just what hands that size were capable of. "Don't worry. If you're not comfortable, you can leave them on," he assured her in his deep thoughtful voice. This eased Callie's mind.

"N-no. If it makes more work for you, I guess I can take them off--" she lay down on her stomach, clumsily reaching behind her for the hooks of her bra.

Andre rested his big palms on her hands. "Shhh, there's no rush." He eased her arms into a relaxed position on the table. "No need to strain yourself. I'll take care of that." He said.

Suddenly, Callie felt his fingers work her bra with expert ease. It unhooked a moment later, the material going slack. Callie lay completely still, listening to the sound of her heart pounding in her ears. There was a sensual way about how Andre slipped Callie's bra straps down her shoulders and removed her undergarment. Callie reflexively laid back down so as not to reveal her breasts to this stranger, but Andre had already moved on.



She felt his fingers curl around her panties at the hips, and tug them down. Almost reflexively, she raised her butt into the air to help see them off. Then they were slipping down her legs, and Callie realized she had grown wet with just Andre having stepped into the room.

Her whole body stiffened. Would Andre be able to tell? Could he see that? Was he even looking.

"You have a lovely body, Callie," Andre commented, and ran his hands up her back, tracing the contours of her muscles with his thick thumbs.

"Thanks, so do you," she blurted out without realizing what she was saying. Her mind on autopilot like when grocery clerk says "Have a nice day", the immediate automatic response is "Thanks, you too." Only this wasn't some social formality. She had accidentally complimented Andre's body. She was grateful that with her face in the headrest of the table, Andre couldn't see how red she'd grown.

He didn't seem to notice, tracing his fingers over her pale skin. "Very nice curvatures and body shape."

"Is that a good thing?" She asked.

"It is for a number of reasons," he said softly. "Your weight is distributed in ideal ways for movement, here," he placed his hands on her hips. Callie couldn't control the little shiver of excitement that shot through her body. Andre was gripping her hips, and not weakly. There was a firmness to his grip, like he could pull her into him at any moment. "And here," and suddenly he placed his hands on the sides of her chest.

Callie's arms broke out in goose bumps. Andre was caressing the sides of her breasts. And with her big double D's pressed to the table, there was plenty for him to touch along the sides.

He moved on before she could think much of it. "Let me guess, you're a dancer?"

"Well... not for a while," she admitted. "I used to be."

"What a shame," he said as he lotioned his hands and began to rub. Callie stiffened, but only for a moment. Then she sagged in pleasure as Andre dug into the muscles of her back in a deep rubbing motion. "A body like yours was built for steady rhythm and movement."

Was that a flirtation? It felt like a flirtation. But Andre's fingers were hitting all of the exact right places, and as he dug his strong hands across her spine, and out to her hips, she realized it didn't bother her if it was. She practically melted. "Well you're certainly the expert," she moaned softly.

"I have an idea. Let's test it out. We should go dancing," Mei moaned softly from her side of the room, overhearing. Callie could imagine the look of self-satisfaction Mei must have been wearing, hearing Andre make Callie moan.

"There's a club on the other side of the resort," Andre said, holding Callie by the hips and rubbing his thumbs in circular motions above her ass cheeks. His hands were so large, Callie was positive that if he wanted to, if he held her by the hips and reached all the way around her waist, his fingers would meet. "I'll make a reservation for tonight."

"I don't know if I can do that," Callie protested softly. "Jake is back at the room, and he's still burnt and not able to move. I might just order in for us and--"

Andre's hands slid up her back and down her arms. Callie caught sight of them. His big dark fingers moving across her pale skin. The contrasting in colors between them was strangely alluring and hypnotic. Like sampling a foreign dish for the first time.

"If he's being miserable, there's no reason for you to be too," Andre told her in a smooth practical tone of voice.

"June wouldn't want to come anyway," Mei said. "He's not one for those types of scenes. But it's been forever since I've been out. I really want to go. We'll be there," Mei made the decision for both of them.

Callie wasn't really in a position to protest, as Andre worked his hands across her back. She shut her eyes, in absolute heaven. "Okay," she said agreeably. Truth be told, it wouldn't have been hard to sell her on almost anything right now. She was warm, relaxed, and feeling the pleasant sensation of a large strong man, working the tension from her muscles.

"You have quite the stiff back muscles," Andre commented, using his knuckles, and hard finger tips to kneed the sore spots.

"A lot of that comes from the way I walk," Callie admitted.

"On the balls of your feet. I noticed."

"Yeah. It's a habit I had since I was little. I just never outgrew it."

"A lot of it is also from the weight you carry in your chest."

Callie knew what he was driving at. But instead of feeling self-conscious, she was amused. "Is that your way of pointing out my breasts?"

"In the politest way that I can," he slid his hands and down her sides, following the curves of her hips inward to her stomach, then higher to her ribs.

"They get noticed a lot," she admitted, not sure why she was telling him about this.

"I'm sure that they do. They're very large."

Callie licked her lips. That meant that he had noticed them. Why was she getting a thrill from talking about this with him? She was actually enjoying Andre telling her that he noticed her body. It was something that a guilty part of her brain was liking more than the actual massage.

"They're a mixed blessing, I guess. They're heavy... and guys notice them... but that's not always a bad thing, right? I mean, all guys like big boobs."

"Indeed they do," Andre breathed heavily, his fingers rubbed the side of her breasts, and Callie felt a tremble of taboo excitement roll through her. Andre was dangerously close to feeling her tits. For some reason he was playing the professional. But she had seen him with her married friend Mei. Andre was anything but. So why act the gentleman now?

"Do you like big breasts?" The question just sort of fell out of her mouth in a low, husky moan that made Callie sound like a complete hussy. The extreme relaxation had loosed her lips and lowered her inhibitions. There was a steady and pleasant throb between her legs, and she knew she was horny. If she was alone, she would have to touch herself... *need* to touch herself. Being so out of her element had completely isolated her in her own world. Things like her marriage, her husband, her life back home was just a fleeting peripheral.

For several long seconds, Andre didn't answer. He just continued to rub the sides of her boobs, massaging and feeling them. Then he slowly came around the table, lowered his mouth to her ear. "I love... big... white... titties," he said.

The statement was crude, but for some reason, Callie felt a naughty little shiver wrack her body. It was a trigger phrase for her, calling forth a memory from college that she had long ago stashed away and forgotten about. Now it shot forward with amazing vividness. She had been walking to her dorm from her evening shift at the student affairs center, and her path had taken her past a row of poorly maintained homes in not the greatest block in town. A group of young black men-- "thugs" (as her father would call them)-- had been blasting music on the porch and drinking beer. Several of them had called to her, much to her anxiety. A few of them had remarked crudely about her body, and what they'd love to do with it. Callie had blushed and hurried home. But not before she had heard one of the men remark "Look at them big white titties."

Only after she'd gotten home, and was safe and sound in her bedroom, had she realized what a thrill that moment had been. The phrase "big white titties" stayed in the back of her brain. The ghetto slang description of her body held a strange appeal. What might have happened if she had lingered just a little longer? If she had flashed them a smile or a wink? Images of those men chasing her down, grabbing her, and having their way with her in some dark alley crashed to the forefront of her brain. It was every woman's worst nightmare. But alone in her dorm room, that fantasy took on a very different note. A guilty erotic note, that Callie had pleasured herself to, feeling filthy and ashamed of herself as she did it. The phrase "big white titties" echoing in her brain as her mind called forth images of gang members with tattoos and saggy jeans and big black cocks using her for their pleasure all at the same time, like a pack of ravenous dogs feasting on her. That was where her fantasy at begun! The one that she'd shared with Mei-- the one that had so horrified Jake when she confessed it to him. The fantasy of being overpowered while innocently walking home, and dominated by men who wanted her so bad that they just had to reach out and take the object of their desires.

Laying on the massage table, with Andre uttering that same phrase in her ear made her instantly wet in a way that she hadn't felt in a long time. For a full minute, she didn't dare to move, not trusting herself to speak, and definitely not trusting her hands, her face, or her eyes.

She shut her eyes and thought about Jake. She thought about her wedding. She thought about the promise she'd made in front of her entire family to be faithful to him. But with the heat on her cheeks and between her thighs, it felt very very far away. In another world that didn't matter as much as the itch between her legs that definitely needed scratching.

"But I think we need to focus on your hips and butt area," Andre said, standing and starting to move.

Callie wasn't sure how this was going to end. If Andre stood down by her butt to massage it, he'd see how truly wet she was. "O-okay," she whispered the words from trembling lips and parted her legs, deciding that if his fingers should find their way to her wet folds, she'd let it happen without a word of protest.

Instead, Andre came around to her head, and bent forward over her back, running his big palms down her back until he reached her butt.

The heat radiated from the crotch of his pants. She could feel it on her scalp. The weight of his manhood bumped against her head, and she realized how close that giant python was to her face. How easy it would be to reach out and touch it... unzip it... free it from its prison and wrap her lips around it.

"You're going to feel me pushing, and you might feel some pops in your spine. Don't be alarmed."

"Okay," she repeated. In truth, he could have said anything to her, for how unfocused her thoughts were.

Andre gripped her ass in his big strong hands. They were huge enough to easily palm each fleshy globe of her ass cheeks. Then he drove the heels of his palms into her upper butt and pushed.

Callie felt her spine loosen, stretch, and pop in a few places. The sensation was instantly dazzling. "Ohhhh yes," she moaned, not realizing how sexual her voice had grown.

When he was finally finished with his rub down, Callie felt like a different woman.

She sat up, completely forgetting that Andre was in the room... or that she was naked... until their eyes met, and then Andre's eyes wandered down over her body. She was standing fully naked in front of the man. Her breasts on display, her pink nipples were hard as stone. Her bare shaved pussy was wet... out in the open for the taking. For a second, all she could do was stare, breathing softly. For a woman who had been so mortified of being seen naked with her husband only a few days ago, she was surprisingly okay with what was happening right now. Andre's eyes openly roamed over her body and something passed between them. Something silent and dangerous.

Then he smirked slightly and handed her robe to her. Callie still made no effort to cover herself. She draped the robe over her shoulders and eventually closed it, not sure what was happening, but not daring to break the moment first.

"Thanks boys," Mei cooed as she clambered off the table beside them. "So what time are we going dancing?"

Andre didn't leave any room for debate or discussion. "Six o'clock, we'll meet for drinks. Then we'll go over." He told them where to meet him.

Both girls found themselves nodding, like they were in a trance. "Okay Andre."

"What do you ladies have going on for the rest of the day?" Andre asked as Darren cleaned up the room.

Callie looked uncertain. "I was maybe going to go back to the room and spend some time with my husband," she didn't intend to sound as disappointed by the idea as she did. It just came out sounding that way.

"You know, Andre," Mei said with a spreading smile that made Callie uneasy. The glint of mischief was back. "If we're going dancing, Callie might need a good dress for the occasion. Would you mind taking her shopping?"

Callie stiffened, slightly nervous, feeling like she was treading into dangerous territory. "It's no big deal. I can go shopping by myself. I don't want to be a bother."

Andre smiled confidently. "I told you, this city is very dangerous for tourists. I'll take you to a few good places." He faced Callie, looking down at her like a god atop a mountain. "Go get dressed, and I'll pull the car around."

"Okay," Callie found herself exhaling the words.

She didn't remember returning to the dressing room. She was in such a fog. Between the massage, the way Andre had touched her, the way her body had responded, and the change in plans for both the evening and the afternoon, she felt like the ground was falling out beneath her.

She sashayed her hips as she pulled her bouncy white miniskirt back up her legs. The movement alone sent pleasant bolts of lightning up and down her inner thighs. Like a sailor who's been on a boat, and can still feel the movement of the ocean, even after returning to dry land, so too could Callie feel Andre's big strong hands on her body, still roaming and rubbing. Especially the way they'd found their way to the sides of her breasts and freely explored her tits.

How easy it might have been to bow her back and lean upright until her chest came into view. She could present her boobs to Andre, and she had no doubts that he'd move those big hands onto them, for a less innocent 'massage'.

"I love... big... white... titties," his hot breath was still in her ear.

Suddenly Callie had the image of herself back in the massage room. Only Mei and Darren weren't there. It would just be her and Andre. She imagined those big dark hands on her porcelain white skin. The contrasting colors of their complexions as he fondled her chest. The way her pink nipples would be pinched between those thick meaty fingers.

"Look at them big white titties," his voice again, but not as soothing. Much rougher, like he'd sounded when he fucked Mei.

"They're yours, Andre," Callie's voice, sounding far away and dream like. "Suck them." Begging and pleading. She would reach up and release his throbbing member, and then she'd--

Callie's legs went weak. She sat down on the bench and leaned back against the wall. She knew it was wrong, but she needed to relieve the tension, and she needed it right now. She spread her legs, her heart was pounding in her head at the taboo she was about to commit, right here in a public changing stall. She licked her lips as she ran her hand over one of her breasts. The sensation made her shiver. Every part of her body felt sensitive. Every nerve awake and alert.

As Callie's hand ventured down beneath her miniskirt, she eyed the changing room door. She bit her lip, and impulsively reached out to undo the latch. The door was now unlocked. Though she was sure nobody would walk in without knocking... if say, Andre decided he was also worked up... if he decided he needed to take her right here and now in this room. To shove her against a wall, to grope her "big white titties", to slap her ass, and to force his giant black cock into her little white married pussy... then she most certainly didn't want a locked door in his way.

"Oh... yessss," she purred softly, one hand rubbing along her wetness, while the other crushed one of her breasts, pulling it up toward her mouth until she was able to flick her tongue in circles around her pink areola.

She was soaked. Dripping around her fingers. Her hips bucked off the bench in a quick little spasm, seeking out something more satisfying than her teasing fingers.

"Oh god. Oh my god," she grunted softly. Her fingers spun in little circles around her clit. She had never needed to cum so badly in her life. The spasms in her hips were coming constantly now. Her hips lifting off the bench, humping blindly at the air in front of her.

She thought of Andre's breath. His words. "Big... white... titties."

"Ah... yes... ah... yes," she grunted. She needed more than just her fingers in this moment. More than just Jake. More than just her imagination. She needed to be ravished like an animal.

"Fuck me," she begged softly to empty air. "Fuck me," her breath was ragged.

Then all at once, a harsh knock at the door snatched the fantasy away with the sudden onset of startled panic. "Callie, your ride is out front," Mei's voice calling through the door.

The fantasy of someone coming into the changing room and taking her was ripped away with the reality of what was happening-- she was fingering herself in public! And that reality had very real shame and embarrassment. No matter how old you got, getting caught with your pants down had way of immediately taking you out of the moment and crashing down into a world of horror and humiliation.

"Oh my god, I'll be right there," Callie hurried to collect her clothes and gather her things. The heat was back in her face. Her pussy throbbed in protest over the orgasm it was deprived. But she was too ashamed to continue. The moment was gone.

"Have fun, you two," Mei sang out teasingly.

Callie was too embarrassed already to even notice. She searched her items but could not, for the life of her, find her panties or her bra. Hell, she was so out of sorts, she didn't even remember when she'd had them last. She couldn't stall any longer. Andre was waiting. She couldn't keep him waiting. She grabbed up her halter and squeezed her body into it without her bra. The material was just firm and stretchy enough to hold her tits well enough into place, even if her nipples stood out. Callie didn't relish the thought of going out in public without panties on underneath her miniskirt. But as long as it wasn't a breezy day, it shouldn't be a problem. And the thought of Andre growing suspicious of what was taking her so long in the changing room seemed far more embarrassing than going out in public without a bra or panties. She took a moment to inspect herself in the mirror. She couldn't even tell. Well... she could. But that was just her guilty mind at work. Surely nobody else would be able to tell, right?

Her eyes traveled over her reflection. She fixed her hair, tossing it back and straightening it with more thought that she ought to give. She stood in profile, puffed out her chest, and stuck out her butt. The skirt bounced and played around her hips and ass like it did when she was a sophomore cheerleader. Her heart was still beating away. But she looked good. The real question was, why did she care? Andre wasn't her husband.

Regardless, she spent several more seconds making necessary adjustments to her attire, to her body, to her hair, and her general appearance.

Enough. She'd wasted enough time already. With her heart still pounding like a jackhammer, she grabbed up the last of her things and hurried from the room. She would be going into town with Andre, without her panties, and she would just have to be okay with that.

*** To be continued... ***
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Jake was uneasy as he sat in the hotel room and carefully applied aloe cream to his sunburn. The pain was coming in waves... burning one minute, and turning into chills the next. Sweat, followed by the shivers. But that's not what was making him uneasy. Callie was still acting weird.

When he'd gone into the bathroom to retrieve the aloe, she'd been in the glass shower, shaving her legs and between them, and cautiously avoiding eye contact. She'd talked very little about her shopping trip with Andre, and Jake couldn't fathom why. She'd certainly come back with a lot of things that were exciting and different from her usual style of dress.

Afterwards, she'd stood in the bathroom for a long time. Jake tried to observe her mannerisms, but his sunburn was a constant and on-going distraction. She stood before the mirror for far longer than she ever took to get ready for a night out. It wasn't until Jake peeked that he saw that she was carefully curling her blonde hair-- something she hadn't done since prom.

He returned to the bed, the knot in his belly having grown more. Jake wanted to be dismissive. To say that her going the extra mile was because she was on vacation, and she was going out dancing with her new friend.

Jake mulled this over for a while, as the TV danced with muted images.

"You're being very quiet," he said, with a timid inflection-- the way he'd prod if she was mad at him but he wasn't sure why.

"I'm just concentrating," she replied from the bathroom. There was a nervous energy to her voice. Just the tiniest tremble. They both heard it. Because then she quickly added, "What are you going to do tonight?"

"Oh, I forgot," Jake reached for his phone. "I wanted to call June and invite him to go do something."

"You should," Callie said, almost a little too quickly. "That might be fun."

From where he sat on the bed, he could see Callie in the bathroom. She had shed her robe and was now getting dressed. The intense level of concentration on her face as she went about this task was concerning.

Even as he dialed June's hotel room phone, his stomach was turning over and over with a bad feeling, and he still didn't understand why.

***

3 Hours Prior

After her massage, Callie had hurried to meet Andre out front. She was feeling especially flustered, and the realization that she'd somehow managed to lose her panties and bra wasn't helping that. She felt very exposed and... well... a little naughty. She smoothed her bouncy playful miniskirt for what felt like the hundredth time, and glanced down at the way her halter top hugged her 36DD chest. Her nipples protruded from the blue fabric ever so slightly. Trying to act casual wasn't good enough. She felt like a million eyes were on her, and they were all able to tell that she wasn't wearing panties. Not only that, but every passing stranger somehow magically knew that the tall handsome black man she was running to meet was definitely not her husband. "What a slut" they'd probably whisper, and Callie's cheeks reddened on their own.

Thankfully, Andre had procured an SUV for their trip into town. For that, she was grateful. It would be far less obvious than if they had to walk.

Andre was leaning against it, having thrown a dark dress shirt on over his t-shirt. He left it casual and unbuttoned.

"You look more than ready to have some fun," he smirked as he inspected her.

Callie blushed. Did he know? He couldn't possibly. Not that it mattered. He'd seen her fully naked during her massage. She'd even accidentally shown her whole body to him. Had it been an accident? She didn't know. She was confused.

Callie clambered into the front seat before her mind could chase those thoughts.

"Typically tourists like to ride in the back," Andre laughed as he drove.

"Oh," Callie felt a little foolish. "Well, I'm not used to being chauffeured around. Plus, I like to see where we're going."

"Perhaps it best if you sat in the back then," Andre said from the corner of his mouth. "The area we'll be traveling through is not as beautiful as the resort."

"It's fine," Callie admitted with a polite smile, watching the narrow streets roll past. "It's very real."

Andre said nothing, but gripped the wheel with his big black hands. Callie found herself fascinated by them.

When the silence began to unsettle her, she spoke. "Thank you for the massage."

"And let someone else rub that beautiful body of yours? It was going to be my pleasure," Andre smirked.

Callie blushed harder-- remembering the sexual tension between them during the rub down. She fidgeted in her seat, fixing her skirt. She noticed Andre glancing from the corner of his eye, and when she glanced down, she saw that her breasts were jiggling and bouncing as the SUV rumbled over the pothole-ridden street. Unsupported by a bra, there was a lot of movement to their heavy weight. The thin fabric barely containing them. For reasons Callie couldn't explain, she didn't do anything to hide them or cover herself.

Finally, Andre pulled over to the curb and parked. Callie was doubtful as she appraised the neighborhood. "There are shops here?" She asked, trying not to sound critical, but the degree of fear in her voice was apparent. The area looked like third world country... and not in a good way. Graffiti covered the surfaces of poorly maintained homes that crumbled to the ground. Bars were bolted to broken windows. Stray dogs rummaged through litter for any scraps of discarded food. There were people around-- the ones who didn't look dangerous looked... haunted. That was the only word that came to mind.

"They're a few blocks down. Parking is terrible. We have to walk from here," Andre explained. "Don't worry. In a few blocks, the area becomes much nicer and upscale. This city can be very marbled."

Callie took his word for it. When she dismounted the vehicle, her skirt rose up, and a few scowling punks in bandanas caught a flash of her creamy bare thigh.

Callie quickly fixed her attire and hurried to Andre's side, grateful that he was here, because she was nervous and never felt more lost and far from home. She had the overwhelming urge to call this off, to go back to the hotel. But Andre walked close, and she felt safe in his shadow.

They hadn't gone more than a dozen steps from the car, when a man called to her from the steps of a dilapidated building. "Hey baby! Hey mamma! Let's see them big tits? You look sexy as fuck!"

Callie reddened and leaned into Andre, feeling tense and on display. That sensation wasn't helped when a moment later, a breeze kicked up and wafted her skirt high. Callie nearly jumped as the man calling to her got an eyeful of her wide hips and plump round ass.

Horrified, she grabbed at her skirt to keep the light material from blowing high again, but by then it was too late. The man had gotten an eyeful of her bare ass.

"Whew, baby!" He hollered after her. "You just made my day! No panties! You shameless slut."

Callie reddened, and glanced meekly up at Andre. The wind didn't relent, and she was shuffling awkwardly, her hands on her own butt, trying to keep her skirt from flying away, flashing everyone on the street.

Andre assessed her plight, and as naturally as driving a car or tying his shoe, he reached his big hand down her back, and rested it firmly on her ass. Callie jumped at first, but then she glanced up at Andre. His expression was one of nothing at all. Like this was the most natural thing in the world. Her skirt fluttered around her legs as she walked, but otherwise, it wasn't treating everyone on the street to a free peep show. And to a casual passerby, they just looked like a very intimate couple.

A very mismatched couple, she reminded herself, appraising his big bulging arms, and chocolate dark skin. Somehow, after she overcame her initial shock, Callie didn't mind. His hand was big and commanding. She felt like they were dancing and he was leading-- guiding her along the street like the alpha that he was. And she was just getting swept up in his powerful tidal force. His hand alone was big enough to palm one of her plump ass cheeks.

They walked another block like that. The heat was still in Callie's face, but she felt directed, protected, and slightly thrilled. And that wasn't the only place where there was heat. The desperate tingling between her thighs was back. And the orgasm she'd been deprived of in the spa changing room was dampening her thighs and calling forth images to her imagination.

She wasn't aware of how hard she was breathing until they paused at a corner and she felt her heavy chest rising and falling. Why was this turning her on? She was in the middle of a crowded and dangerous city, with a stranger's hand on her ass. And yet, she was nearly quivering with the thrill.

This was so bad. And she knew from having seen Andre with Mei that there was nothing so innocent in this gesture as him keeping her skirt down. He wanted to touch her butt, and Callie was letting it happen. But as long as they didn't take it any further, was it the worst thing in the world?

Her thoughts were still chasing each other in a relentless spiral as they cut along a side street. She didn't notice at first the way that Andre stiffened, suddenly on high alert.

At the end of the street, a group of half a dozen men were gathered around, and when they spotted Andre, there was recognition in their eyes. One glance at them, and Callie knew that they were bad news. But not like conventional punks looking for a cheap thrill out of boredom. These men seemed organized. Dangerous in a way that was next level above common street muggers. They had calculation.

They were dressed well. Or well enough. Nice slacks, breezy button down shirts. She spotted tattoos. Not just on their arms, but several had face and neck tattoos. Many had scars across their dark skin. Their eyes were intense, burning, always searching. She could see the murder in them. The ill intent.

As they strode toward the pair, their shirts blew open. Callie stiffened when she spotted guns. She'd never seen real pistols before. Jake was always such a pacifist and didn't believe in guns. Now here she was, being approached by a gang of men wearing them.

"Andre," she whispered, tense and fearful.

"Put your hand in my pants," Andre whispered, urgently eyeing the men who were coming up to them.

"What???" Her eyes widened in alarm. What he was saying made no sense--

"Tourist women-- especially white women-- don't pass through this part of town unescorted... if you know what I mean. It's the way things are around here. If they don't see a sign that you're claimed, they'll abduct you right here on the street. If they think I've already claimed you, they'll leave you alone."

"That's silly... that's not how the world works. That's just not--" Her eyes widened as she drew their leering glances. There was something in those hard eyes that made her fear for more than just her life. One of the men began to reach for the gun on his belt.

"Just remember that. You're with me." Andre insisted quietly.

It was all enough to send Callie into panic mode. No longer thinking about the rationale behind it, she drove her hand straight into the waistband of Andre's slacks and down until she felt the warm yielding flesh of his manhood.

Her whole face reddened. He wasn't wearing underpants! She didn't have much time to consider this, as the men were fanning out, surrounding the pair. Her heart was pounding-- too afraid to be aware of her own embarrassment. What was going to happen? Were these men going to kill her? Take her? Gang rape her before selling her off into sex slavery? On any other day, it would seem impossible-- the sorts of things that silly racist Hollywood action movies espoused happened to tourists in third world countries. But standing in this run down city, the only white person within site, all of those nightmare movies seemed all too possible.

She leaned herself against Andre, for protection and comfort. His hand still rested on her ass. Without thinking, she closed her fingers around the shaft of his limp cock. Even limp, he was more than a handful. His girth overflowed her palm, and she had no clue how far down his dick extended.

"Andre, what you doing in this part of town?" One of the men approached-- a slender man with a pencil thin mustache and aviator sunglasses.

Andre puffed up his chest and kept his chin held high. Not that the posture was necessary, he was already towering over the men. "I'm taking my woman shopping."

"Did you forget to make the last meeting?"

"I didn't forget. I made other arrangements," Andre was calm, one big arm commandingly around Callie.

She felt silly, standing with her hand down his pants, but the men seemed to not question it at all. Maybe Andre wasn't lying. Her grip remained around his cock. She tried not to think about it, but it was impossible to ignore. Like wrapping her hand around a huge snake, she knew that she was only feeling a small area of it, and he was soft! Jake's entire package when soft, could fit in her whole hand. Andre's felt like it could run off and have it's own adventures, and she would be merely dragged along for the ride. There was no controlling cock of this size... it would go wherever it wanted to--

"We didn't hear about no arrangements. We didn't get our cut," Aviators said. His voice was cold. Unsympathetic. There was something untold to his presence that made Callie think this man was capable of unfathomable cruelty.

"Too bad for you. Take that up with your boss," Andre shrugged, indifferently, and made to move past the circle of men.

They continued to block his way. Aviators glanced at Callie. She saw her own reflection in his lenses, and she shivered before shying her eyes away. "This your new slut?" He asked.

Callie bristled slightly, her hand tightening around Andre's member. She realized fear was making her grip him so tightly that she might actually be hurting him. She eased her hand back a bit and tried to rub the circulation back into his shaft. This proved to be a mistake, as she could feel him start to grow beneath her trembling tender touch.

"This is my woman," Andre said firmly, his hand still on her ass, possessively.

Callie took a nervous breath, seeing herself blushing in her own reflection. She swallowed and looked away meekly.

"Mmmm... she looks good," the man rubbed his chin thoughtfully. She felt multiple sets of eyes on her body. She melted tighter into Andre's body, clinging desperately to him. "Nice curves. Nice white skin." He reached out a hand and traced a finger along the curve of her breast. "Girl like this would go for a lot of money."

Callie glanced up at Andre with legitimate fear in her eyes. There was a calmness in his expression that she found reassuring. Even though they were outnumbered, he seemed to command this whole moment, this whole conversation. Her hand squeezed his member again without realizing that she was doing it. She was moving it slowly, as though she was petting his penis for reassurance.

"I said, she's with me," Andre said with calm finality, and when the breeze kicked up, his shirt blew open. Callie saw a gun hanging from a leather holster beneath his arm. Shiny and polished, it caught the light.

Callie looked from it, to Andre, then to the men standing around them. Mustering up the courage to find her voice, she repeated, "I'm his." The words just fell out of her mouth. She realized how she must look right now, with her bright white skin, her mini skirt and tight halter that hid nearly nothing, standing on a public street with her hand down the front pants of this towering statuesque black man-- a man she only just met a few days ago... while on her honeymoon! If her parents, or god forbid husband, could see her now, they wouldn't recognize her! How could she ever explain this to any of them?

"Damn right she is," Andre said firmly, and gave her ass a light smack-- just hard enough to assert his territory. Callie jumped and yelped slightly, her boobs giving a little jiggle from the movement. And before she could collect herself, Andre leaned over her, half scooping her up in his arm and pressed his full lips to hers, meeting her upturned face.

Oh my god! Her mind was screaming. He's kissing me! Even as she realized it, Andre's tongue rolled into her mouth and found hers. He licked expertly at her tongue, coaxing it to life. Reflexively, she began to kiss him back. Her first thought was "His tongue is huge!" Then speaking of huge, she felt his cock give an excited jump in her palm as her tongue took curious tastes of his. They wrestled playfully. The kiss deep and powerful and passionate. There was real hunger in the way Andre moved his mouth. Callie felt like she was making out with a man-eating panther. She could sense the danger, feel the fangs. Only the danger didn't come from the fear of attack. It was from something much more primal and lusty. The kiss seemed to last for hours, even though it was only a few seconds-- for the benefit of these dangerous men who were scrutinizing them.

But in that time, Callie had lost all track of who she was, where she had come from, or that she was supposed to be on vacation with her husband. Her hand responded to Andre's throbbing girth by stroking him back and forth gently in his pants. Maybe it was just a reflex, but it seemed instinctively like the right thing to do.

When they broke the kiss, Callie's eyes were starry and dazed. Her heart racing, and her hand was working along Andre's length, searching for his head that was still very far down. Instead, her fingers found his big heavy balls, and she caressed them gratefully.

The men seemed to accept this, and they returned their attention to Andre. They continued to talk, but Callie was far less aware of the conversation now than she had been a minute ago. It seemed oriented around business and money. Between the gun on his shoulder, and the conversation at hand, it made Callie wonder just what Andre was involved in. But that all seemed so secondary in comparison to what their bodies were doing-- Andre holding her protectively, and Callie cradling his enormous organ, caressing it, tracing the lines of his veins with curious fingers, and softly massaging his balls.

The impromptu "business" meeting eventually concluded with a gangbanger's version of "Have your people call my people." Callie had no clue what it was about, and frankly, she didn't want to know.

The armed men parted in front of them and let them pass. They shuffled uncomfortably by. Andre's cock swung heavily in his pants. Callie couldn't get past just how big he was. Like an animal. And in her palm, he was waking up quite a bit.

"One more thing," Andre paused. He glanced at Callie, then back to the men. "Don't ever talk business in front of my woman again." Then he turned back to Callie, returned his hand to her butt and steered them away. "C'mon baby, lets get you shopping," he said.

They made it two more blocks before Callie realized that she still had her hand down Andre's pants and firmly around his member. Her legs were trembling, her mind a mad blur of thoughts, that it wasn't until a passing well dressed couple gave Callie a disapproving glance. Callie regained her senses. Not only was she still very noticeably fondling Andre's package, but it seemed that they'd left the bad neighborhood behind. The shops, restaurants, and hotels on all sides of them were fancy, well maintained, and on a class that even Callie felt was far above her economic place in the world. Here she was, walking around in public with her hand down a man's pants. Oddly, she wasn't embarrassed in the same way that she'd been when she and Jake had almost been caught fucking in front of the hotel room window. Why was that? She decided that here, she had done something necessary in order to survive. There was nothing embarrassing about necessity.



"S-sorry," she said with a timid smile and withdrew her hand from Andre's cock. Even without her touch, his bulge was outlined considerably. She looked away before she could dwell on it further.

"You're probably wondering what that was all about," Andre said.

"Well I figured it's not really my place to--"

"I'm sure you Americans hear the rumors that the cartels own the resorts down here."

Callie blushed, remembering Jake for the first time in what felt like years-- the way he'd kidded around about the looming specters of the "Cartel".

"It's all true. The cartel has their hands in many things, including the resort. It's not the most proud business. But it's the only way to earn an actual living down here. But we try to make things as safe as possible for tourists. That's my job at the resort."

"I don't need to know these things," she assured. She wasn't sure why, but she was oddly comforted by this explanation. She believed him.

"But I felt compelled to explain."

"Thank you," she said. She had a million questions, but decided it best to dismiss them. It wasn't her place to know. He'd kept her safe, and that was all that mattered.

***

Callie wasn't sure she was in a shopping mood. But they'd come this far. And after her brush with death, she was feeling oddly light... a little giddy almost.

"This is definitely above and beyond the kind of place I'd normally shop," Callie said, looking around. Her eyes were filled with wonder. The ceilings were vaulted, and the room well lit. The dresses displayed were unique, designer, one of a kind. The clientele were well dressed, looking like supermodels, and even the salesmen and tailors wore suits. This was the sort of place that Callie could picture a Kardashian shopping at.

Andre walked with her, relishing in her shock. A cocky look of "welcome to the good life" was written all over his face. She'd be put off by the smugness of it... if he wasn't so right. Just being here made her forget all about the dangerous parts of the city. She felt very pampered.

"They definitely don't have dresses like these at Kohls," Callie remarked, eyeing the displays. She walked up to a bright red dress and glanced at the price tag. She gasped, and immediately yanked her hand away from the dress, like it might wither beneath her simple touch, and she'd be forced to buy it.

"Want to try it on?" Andre asked her.

"Oh gosh, I shouldn't even look at it. It's so far out of my price range, why give myself the temptation? I better find something that better reflects what I'm worth," she laughed lightly.

Andre didn't miss a beat. He reached over her and grabbed the dress from the rack. "This is only a fraction of what you're worth, baby girl," he thrust the dress into her hands. "You try on anything here that you want. And don't worry about what you can't afford. You're not paying for any of it."

Callie eyes widened. "What? I'm not?"

"No. I brought you here. It's on me."

"Oh no... I couldn't accept that. Seriously," Callie stammered. "I appreciate that, but asking you to buy me clothes-- any clothes-- let alone ones so expensive... that's asking too much."

"Don't worry about money," Andre assured her with a cool look in his eye. His expression determined.

"I'm not saying that's asking too much of you. That's asking too much of anybody and..."

Andre cut her off by resting one thick dark finger to her lips. "You're coming out dancing with me tonight. I want to see you in something that's going to make all the heads turn. Understand."

Callie fell silent. She couldn't argue. Andre's eyes were too firm and authoritative. He wasn't suggesting. He wasn't asking. He was *telling* her. And for some reason, she quivered under that unwavering stare. "Okay," she said softly and obediently. She walked around the room for a few minutes, feeling lost. This was a whole new world that was opening up to her, and she had no sense of direction. Finally, she turned back to Andre. "What... what do you think would look good?"

Andre grinned as he led her throughout the store, picking out the things that he wanted her to wear.

***

Callie found herself outside of the changing rooms with an armload of selections-- most of which had been picked out by Andre, himself. It was a little thrilling, she had to admit, dressing in outfits that this man had decided for her. And while all of it was considered "sexy", none of it was some cheap skanky bedroom attire, like Jake would surely pick out if she'd given him the freedom to dress her. Andre had selected real dresses, skirts, shoes, and a few accessories. Items that made Callie feel like a celebrity just to handle. Did she even have any business wearing such things? She was about to find out.

The inside of the dressing room was large-- larger than the ones back home at Target and Kohls. A comfortable chair, a padded bench, a wall of mirrors, and a small vanity. Callie felt her heart pounding. "I've never worn anything like this before," she said, glancing doubtfully at her arm load of clothes.

"You'll be a natural, baby girl," Andre encouraged her.

"I mean, I don't even know if I'll put them on correctly," she said. She lingered at the doorframe, chewing her lip, hesitating to cross the threshold. There was a very obvious reason that she was. There was a thought in her mind that she was debating. When she found the strength to say it out loud, it sounded very timid and young. "Could you come in with me... and make sure I'm putting things on right?"

She could hardly believe her own ears. She didn't even ask Jake to join her in the changing rooms. Of course, she could chalk that up to her impulsiveness. If Jake was in a booth with her, they'd inevitably have sex. And with that, came the fear that they'd get caught or arrested, and face the embarrassment of multiple strangers looking at her, judging her as a slut.

Before she could consider the weight of what she had asked, Andre rested his hand in her back and stepped into the changing room with her, shutting the door behind them. He took a seat in a nearby chair while Callie stood, trembling slightly in front of the mirror.

What am I doing? she wondered to herself. But then she licked her lips and retrieved the red dress first, eyeing it up. It was short, mid-thigh, and tight, with silk and lace in certain key spots.

Breathing heavily, she untied the straps of her halter, feeling Andre's eyes on her the whole time. He rested his chin in the crook of his thumb and index finger, in a thoughtful gesture. His expression was neutral, but there was a firm look of expectation in his unwavering stare. A king expecting to be entertained by a servant.

Callie had never felt such a spotlight on her-- such an expectation to perform. Whenever she undressed in front of Jake, he would leer with a gleeful grin on his face that reminded Callie of a mindless happy puppy. Andre was firm, in control of himself... mature... in command, even without using any words.

With Andre's silence, came a sexual tension that she'd never felt before. Like he was giving her instructions with his mind, and she could feel them in the air.

She turned away as she peeled her halter away from her chest, all the while she could see Andre's eyes on her in the mirror. She blinked, composed herself, then turned back around to face him. Her breasts exposed to him. But somehow this was different than after the massage. This couldn't be passed off as an accident. And unlike the massage, he absolutely didn't need to be in here.

They stared at each other for a long time, eyes burning through each other. Finally, Callie bent forward and slid her miniskirt down her hips. It dropped to the floor and she stood full and naked in front of Andre. Her eyes went his crotch, and she saw the stirrings of his cock waking up-- spurred on by the sight of her fully nude form. But he didn't move, only sat motionless and watched.

Her hands were shaking, but kept her composure as she stepped into the red dress and slid it up her waist. She had to sashay her hips a little to squeeze into it. But it eventually fell into place and snugged her body tight. The hem line stopped near the top of her thighs, showing a lot of leg. She eyed herself in the mirror, turning and glimpsing her butt. It was skin tight on her ass, and against her tits, her body forming a perfect 'S'. Callie had never considered that she had such an hour-glass body until she saw herself packed into the dress. It fit her in all the right ways. The cleavage was low, threatening to spill her boobs from her top if she so much as breathed wrong. She felt... sexy... dangerous. No wonder all those girls in James Bond movies dressed like this. Her body was a weapon in this outfit.

Callie ran her hands down over her tummy, wishing it was just a little flatter, but the dress even flattered that. It was definitely not the sort of thing she'd wear back home. Too risqué-- too showy. People in town would talk if they saw her body packed into it. She felt like... she wasn't sure what she felt like. But she knew this was the sort of outfit that would attract the glances of any and all men... and it didn't matter who they were, she could have her pick of any of them.

When she faced Andre again, she gave him a nervous little spin and a self conscious smile. She didn't ask what he thought. Instead she merely asked "Do you like it?" Her voice was soft... slightly husky.

"Mmm... sexy as fuck," he said in his deep purring voice.

Callie stepped closer so he could see better. She turned slowly, highlighting her ass, and adjusting the straps of the top. Her boobs mashed together. Her cleavage seemed to go on for days.

The compliment made her smile, but the real reward was seeing the bulge in his pants continue to grow and swell. There was absolutely no denying it. Andre was hard. His giant manhood was outlined perfectly through the leg of his pants. It seemed to go forever. If he got much bigger, the bulbous head would touch his knee. Callie flushed with excitement to know that boner was caused by her. Mei wasn't here. Andre had the urge to fuck... and she was the only reason why.

Callie unzipped herself slowly, taking a deep breath. She swung her hips from side to side like a clock pendulum as she pushed the dress down. She could feel Andre following the slow sensual movement with his eyes. She smiled to herself knowing full well that she was teasing Andre. She'd made it a point to bend forward as she stepped out of it, showing off her ass and a glimpse of her pussy. Callie knew that she was wet, even without having to feel. And she was rewarded by the sight of him squirming in his seat, readjusting his body around his giant boner.

Then she moved onto the next outfit. She was starting to feel more emboldened. There was much hesitance. Andre had picked out a white dress for her. It was skin tight, like the last one, short. It didn't sport any cleavage. A single strap over one shoulder covered most of her chest, but the outline of her breasts was perfect and full. She even tried on several pairs of heels with it. Finally satisfied, she stood before Andre again. She swung her hips from side to side and lowered her body like she was dancing.

"Think I can dance in this?" She asked, running her hands up through her hair, then letting it drop down her shoulders as she moved.

"Baby, your body can make anything look sexy."

Callie smiled. "But how about this one?" she spun in a slow twirl.

"Mmmm, I like white," Andre said. His voice was a low rumble, like the distant thunder of an impending storm. Callie suspected there was more danger in that voice than any storm, however.

"I bet you do." Her voice was soft, submissive.

Andre had also selected several bikinis that she tried on with her newfound sexy confidence. She even left her heels on as she did so, feeling a little naughty-- like some skank in a rap video, shaking her booty as champagne bottles burst around her. Andre's pick had been simple basic colors, insisting that patterns distracted the eye from the things he wanted to see-- like her body.

One was a white string bikini. It was more revealing than any she'd owned before. Two white triangles held together by a string covered her boobs like little flags. The bottom wasn't quite a thong, but it disappeared between her ass as it reached her thighs. The second swimsuit was a black one. The straps of the bottom sat high on her hips, while the cut of the front came dangerously close to revealing her shaved mound. The top tied together in an unconventional way that revealed the pale bottoms of her big round boobs. Again, it was vastly different than her usual style, but she felt strangely sexy in it.

Her big porcelain breasts protruded from the top-- the under boob exposed to Andre's gaze. She knew he liked it from the way his eyes traveled over her body.

"I like black," she smiled slightly, after appraising herself in it. She knew the double meaning of the suggestion. A harmless flirtation, right? And when she saw Andre shift again in his chair, she could actually make out the pulsing throbs of his dick. His expression appeared slightly pained.

Callie felt suddenly bad for him. She'd been teasing him. Ever since this morning during the massage, this man's mind and body had been craving sexual satisfaction, and now here she was, showing her body to him in ways that only fueled that desire. She felt incredibly cruel. His attention had driven her on. She liked it. But now she needed to stop being so heartless.

Andre saw where she was looking-- right at his cock. When their eyes met, her brow pinched sympathetically. "That looks painful," she said in an unsteady voice.

"It likes what it sees. And it'll certainly blow off some steam later." Andre said.

"You can take it out if you want," the words called forth from deep within her, like a long built up pressure letting off. "I don't mind if you let off that steam right now."

Andre's eyes were still on hers, even as his hand went to his lap and unzipped himself. He didn't question it at all. Not a word of protest to her suggestion. Callie swallowed, watching as Andre reached into his pants, adjusting himself several times, before his manhood finally emerged.

Callie was stunned. It was even bigger than she remembered, when she had seen Mei enjoying it. To think she had been touching that thing only recently, on the walk through the bad part of town. It nearly fell across his lap under its own weight.

Andre wrapped his hand around it, staring straight at her. He began to take long slow strokes, his eyes greedily drinking her in.

Callie licked her lips, watching. She was mesmerized by it. She felt like this was all some slow motion dream. Here she was, a married woman, on her honeymoon, alone in a public dressing room with a dangerous black stranger, encouraging him to stroke himself to her. It seemed so impossible that every element of reality was blurry and distant. Her home town was awash in fog, the disappointed expressions of her parents were faded like over-exposed film. She could hardly remember her husband's name. And the fact that she and Andre were in public felt impossible-- because she *knew* that there'd be no interruptions. All life beyond this changing room door had ceased, and it would not resume again until they stepped out of it.

"That is the biggest cock I've ever seen in my life," Callie said, entranced, watching Andre's enormous black fist gliding along its veiny throbbing length.

"Biggest, *blackest* cock," Andre corrected her. His eyes on her body were intense... boring into her soul with that same burning animal lust that had been in them when he fucked Mei. "Say it," he ordered her.

Callie complied without a second thought. "That is the biggest, blackest cock I've ever seen in little white life," she emphasized each word slowly.

"Yeah it is baby. Now show me those big tits," Andre instructed her.

"Big *white* titties," Callie said, her tone soft and lusty. She reached up and undid her bikini top. "Say it," she told him.

Andre repeated it. "Let me see them big white titties." He was gripping his cock so tightly that a drop of precum formed at the head like a drop of dew.

Those words coming from Andre's mouth sent shivers through Callie's body. She had to resist the overwhelming impulse to take him right then and there. But she held back, even as her top fell away and Andre stared straight at her plump white boobs. She did still have a husband... even if Callie could barely remember his name and struggled to picture his face. The lust and sexual tension in the room was so dense that it clouded out the sane world beyond. And she knew that the moment she gave the world, Andre would fuck her like the true animal that he was. For the sake of her conscience, she had to do everything in her power to resist that impulse. Because unless they touched each other... was this really cheating?

Probably, but Callie knew she could somehow use some mental gymnastics to convince herself that she wasn't. That this was all just like looking at porn, and nothing more. Watching porn wasn't cheating. So how was merely looking at Andre any worse? And porn could be downloaded-- kept forever. She'd never see Andre again after this trip was over. So ultimately this whole moment would just become a fading memory as her marriage continued on into the future. Was this really that bad?

Callie cupped her breasts out to him, giving them a squeeze. Her pink nipples were at full attention, and she gave them a little twist, a soft moan escaping her lips.

Andre's pace quickened. His hand making the long, long, *long* journey along his length, then back again. She couldn't see his balls-- still in his pants-- but she imagined they were huge and heavy with his instinctive desire to spread his seed.

"Do you like big black cock?" Andre teased the words as he stroked.

Callie wasn't sure how to answer. Her cheeks reddening. "I-- I never saw one before yours," she told the truth.

"Is your husband this big?" Andre asked. The mention of her husband brought Jake that much more into focus. Along with slight feelings of guilt that peeked through the veil of her own selfish lust. But it was no accident. Andre had brought him up intentionally. A slight cruel smile graced his face. What kind of game was he playing?

Callie felt the redness and shame on her face like a mask. But it wasn't enough to stop. "No. He's big, but he's not like yours." She tried to sugar coat it, for the sake of not saying anything bad about her husband. She did still think Jake's five inches was a decent size.

But Andre wanted to press the matter. "How big?" Andre continued to pump in a fist so big and strong, he could probably crush granite in his grip.

Callie held her hands apart at around five inches. Andre moved his hand, showing how big that was in relation to his own cock. Andre was well over double that. It dawned on Callie that Jake really wasn't very big at all.

She met Andre's face and he knew what she was thinking, because she said her thoughts out loud. "I guess he's not very big."

Andre shook his head slowly. Forced sympathy in his eyes. It wasn't enough for him to stop stroking. Nor was it enough to make Callie get dressed.

She leaned forward, running her hands over herself as she let her breasts hang. She shook them softly, tantalizing Andre.

His pumping increased. His fist becoming a steady blur. She followed it with her eyes. Andre's breathing was hard and heavy. His expression focused and intense. He didn't look dumbfounded, like Jake often did when he was on the verge of orgasm. Jake would get a look on his face like he was having a stroke. Andre, on the other hand, looked fierce-- ready for battle. Like he was on the verge of losing all self-control, and just grabbing her and taking her rough and hard, pounding her, making her his bitch. And if he did... Callie wouldn't stop him.



"Are these... big white titties... making your big black cock hard...?" Callie whispered the words in a trembling, uncertain voice. She had never said such things before, the sentence like another language. Her own little quiver rolled through her body. Her skin broke out in goosebumps.

"I want to cover them giant fat white tits with my cum," Andre was grunting. His breath came out like snarls.

His words were throwing Callie. She'd never heard someone talk about her body like that. "Mmmm... do it..." Callie moaned, pinching her nipples, massaging her chest. "Show me what that big black cock can do..."

"Squeeze those milk makers together," Andre ordered her.

Callie did. Panting just as hard as Andre was in anticipation as she watched.

His hips gave a lurching spasm and lifted off the chair. He was going to go off any moment. Callie stayed a safe distance back. Any closer, and she feared they'd both act on their impulses in an irreversible way.

Andre moaned, bit his lip. His eyes stayed on her in razor sharp focus. "Do it," Callie whispered. "Please... cum for me," she instinctively uttered the words.

"Fuck baby," Andre grunted. His hips lifted off of the chair one final time.

"Yesssss," Callie hissed and held her boobs out.

The first rope of cum burst forth from the thick tip of his cock, arcing clear across the changing room and landing on Callie's bare foot. It was a warm thick glob.

"Oh my god!" Callie yelped out in surprise. She was anticipating an orgasm, but she hadn't really prepared herself mentally for what was to come.

"Fuck," Andre grunted again, and another rope followed the first, this one thicker and juicier. Another came after that, and another and another, in rapid fire now.

Each time he shot, Callie let out another yelp of surprise, and another high pitched "Oh my god!" She was saying it so rapidly that it was almost comical.

Andre's orgasm seemed to go on forever. Rope after rope bursting from his cock, and landing on the floor so steadily that they seemed to blend into an unbroken stream of white that ran heavily as his balls emptied themselves on the floor.

When he was finished, he lay back, gasping. An enormous mess of seed was on the floor between him and Callie. Some had landed on her bare feet, and even more was running down Andre's shaft and on his pants.

There was an impossible amount that Callie didn't think men could even produce. Certainly it was vastly different than the little white dribbles that Jake's orgasms yielded. The way Andre's head just burst forth, shot out in a torrent of gushes. This was seed that wanted to be spread and was determined to reach its goal.

Without a second thought as to what she was doing, Callie dropped into a squat and retrieved a bundle of tissues from her purse. She didn't utter a word as she knelt and cleaned up the mess that Andre made all over the floor.

He regarded her like a statue in the chair, his cock softening in his lap, not making a single move to get up or help. She didn't want him to. She collected the sperm from the ground in a wadded up bundle. Then she produced a fresh tissue and ran her hands along the insides of Andre's thighs, wiping up the cum from his pants. Then she turned her attention to the thick drops that ran down his shaft, reminding her of sugary glaze on a pastry. She held his cock with one hand and cleaned and wiped his length down with the other.

Andre looked at her like a king being pampered. Part of Callie was turned on by his expectation that she would do it for him, although she had no clue why. Instinct, maybe? For some reason she felt that it was... her place to clean him up. To service him. There was absolutely no sound rationale for such a thought. But it was what her body told her. And so she did.

When he was satisfied that she'd cleaned him up properly, he tucked his deflated snake back into his pants. Callie dressed back in her halter, and her miniskirt, although this time she let the elastic of her waistband ride a little higher on her hips. Just enough to show some more leg. Then she gathered up the collection of dresses, shoes, swim suits, and jewelry that Andre had offered to pay for.

They didn't say a word as they stood side by side in line and he paid for it. They walked back to the car in equal silence, Andre's hand resting on her ass, even though there was no longer any wind. Callie let him. And when they crossed through the rough part of town, Callie once again slid her hand down the front of Andre's pants, even though there was nobody in sight. His cock was warm to the touch.

By the time Andre dropped her off back at the resort, Callie needed to say something. To answer one of the million questions that had flooded her brain on the drive back.

But strangely, the only one that floated to the surface and escaped her lips was "W-which dress should I wear tonight?"

Andre's voice was even and firm. "You know which dress I want to see you in."

The words echoed in her mind as she walked on unsteady legs back toward the hotel. Callie looked back one last time over her shoulder at Andre... just to see if he was looking.

It wasn't until she stopped just outside of the honeymoon suite, that reality broke through the fog of lust, and she could see the events of the day as a married woman on her honeymoon. She had gone to town with a man she barely knew, touched his body, let him kiss her, changed in front of him, revealed her body to him, and encouraged him to jerk off to her. The guilt that washed over her was overwhelming. How could she even look at Jake without the guilt showing in her eyes? She would need to avoid him... avoid the scrutiny. Thankfully, their trip out to the club was only a few hours away. She could hide it all until then. She had to.

***

Callie risked a glance out of the bathroom and into the bedroom. Jake had finished putting aloe on his sunburn, and had settled back onto the bed for more TV.

"I'm meeting June in an hour for drinks," Jake looked over and smiled at her.

Callie's throat felt incredibly dry. Why was she so nervous? She hadn't *actually* done anything. She'd only touched Andre out of necessity-- to trick the cartel so they didn't take her and throw her into sex trafficking. If that wasn't a free pass, she didn't know what was. And the thing in the dressing room... they'd only looked. They hadn't touched each other. That didn't count. That wasn't cheating. Just blowing off steam in the most plutonic way possible. If anything, they'd both handled that very maturely. They had wanted to cheat, but they hadn't. And the situation called for them to take an extreme measure to protect Callie's vows. She'd behaved in the best way possible in order to stay true to her husband. Right?

And tonight... that was nothing. They were just getting together for drinks and dancing. If anything, tonight would be far more innocent than today had been. There'd be people around. Mei would be there. It would all be plutonic. Callie could control herself in public. And if worst came to worst, she could tell Andre that they needed to distance themselves, and just stay friends.

Telling herself that helped with the guilt. She managed a smile and quick nod of approval that Jake would be hanging out with June. That was good. He wouldn't be here all night wondering what Callie was doing....Not that she'd be doing anything more than what she told him! They were going dancing and nothing more, dammit.

Callie returned to the bathroom and appraised her new outfits. Then she reached for the white dress that Andre had bought her. The red was sexier, but Andre liked her more in the white one. And she didn't want to disappoint him.

*** To be continued... ***
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Jake wasn't just worried. He was beginning to feel sick.

He rolled over and looked at the bedside clock. The numbers 3:34 stared back at him, mocking him. That was 3:34 in the morning. 3:34 in the morning on one of Jake's first handful of nights as a married man, and he was in bed... alone.

Callie wasn't back yet. She had left to go dancing around six o'clock, promising to not be out late. Well... now it was late, and now Jake was worried. Dancing. Only dancing. But Jake had seen the way she dressed and styled herself before she left.

Callie had packed her tasty curves into a little white designer dress that showcased her in ways that Callie would never showcase herself back home. Her dress inched dangerously high on her smooth thighs, narrowed considerably at the waist, and hugged her large full chest. Something about the way the material accented her already busty physique, she looked like she was hiding a pair of cantaloupes in her dress, even with no cleavage visible. The back was open, and stopped dangerously short of her curving ass.

Callie had stood in front of the mirror, fussing with her hair for what felt like hours. She had styled her long blonde hair in vertical curls that reminded Jake of Goldilocks. In years, she had never done anything adventurous with her hair. Why now?

She'd put on makeup-- pink lipstick and blush on her cheeks, obsessively plucked her eyebrows and curled her lashes, and carefully applied just the right amount of perfume.

She had even take the time to carefully run lotion up and down her legs, giving them a smooth alluring sheen.

Callie most certainly didn't look like the Callie that Jake had known since grade school. She looked sexy. Like a celebrity attending a red carpet event. She certainly wasn't dressed like a wife on vacation, and definitely didn't look like the small town farm girl he'd known for most of his life.

Jake couldn't shake the feeling that he was watching his own wife prepare herself for a date. A date with another man. Because Andre would be there. Andre... who Callie had 'let slip' that he'd taken her shopping. Andre who had bought her these clothes. Even right now, Callie was sitting in one of the plush hotel suite chairs, strapping on a pair of heels that added at least four inches to her height, so focused that she wasn't looking at Jake at all.

Andre... who stood at 6'8" with huge powerful muscles and a firm commanding presence. Andre who Jake had seen outside of the hotel, trading money with a shady looking man, and completely dominating him with his stare alone.

When Callie had finished putting on her shoes, she stood and made an effort to not look in Jake's direction. He, again, had this unshakable feeling that she was mad at him, and he couldn't figure out why. She was being ice cold and silent the way she sometimes behaved when he did something to upset her.

"You look really gorgeous," Jake said softly.

"Do I?" she asked, staring at herself in the mirror as she put on earrings that twinkled in the light and must have cost a fortune. Her voice sounded distracted-- a million miles away. She draped a necklace over her chest, and took an extra few moments to adjust her boobs. They seemed to stand out even more prominently than usual-- which was a feat in itself, because Callie's boobs definitely grabbed attention with their size.

When she turned back from the mirror, she again averted her eyes, moving back and forth from one destination to the next with a purpose. Her mouth held in a thin line.

"Did you want to get a drink with me before you go?" Jake offered up a tiny liquor bottle from the mini-fridge.

Callie almost seemed to ignore the offer completely. She glanced at the time and cursed softly. "Crap, I'm late for meeting them. I gotta go," she hurried for the door.

"Okay baby," Jake felt slightly defeated. "Have fun tonight."

"You too," she said, in that same distracted tone. Her heels clacking off the floor as she made for the door. Her curls bouncing down her back as she walked. "I won't be out too late," she promised.

"No worries. I love you," he called after her, but then the door shut behind her. The gunshot sound of finality was his only reply.

Jake had gotten dinner and drinks with June while the girls had their night. June was fun, and interesting, but the conversation did little to distract Jake from his mounting concerns that he had committed some infraction and his wife was angry with him. And if she was while she was out dancing-- looking like a glamour model-- should he be worried?

He must have glanced at his phone countless times throughout drinks with June.

And when he returned to his room shortly after ten o'clock, he found the silence and solitude to be absolutely panic inducing. He'd managed to control his worries until eleven o'clock, before he decided to try Callie's number.

The phone rang about five times before it picked up. Jake could hear the blare of rhythmic pounding music in the background. Like tribal drum beats set to club music.

"Hello?" Callie sounded unsure, annoyed, and out of breath all at once. He could hear her breathing heavily.

"Hey baby, I'm just checking in. Are you having fun?"

There was a pause. He knew the call hadn't dropped, because the music was continual. "Yeah, I'm having a great time." There was a tremble to her voice. She was definitely out of breath.

"Wow, it sounds like a real party. Is everything alright?"

"Yeah, why wouldn't it be?" Suddenly defensive and annoyed.

"I was just checking. You sound--"

"I'm just out of breath from dancing," she said quickly.

"Okay... well I'll let you get back to your fun," Jake said meekly. "What time do you think you'll get back? If you want, I can have room service bring a midnight snack--"

"I don't know," she said the last with some degree of hesitation. "I'll let you know when we're on our way back."

A second later, a new voice in the background. A woman's. Mei sounded very drunk and very jovial. "Caaaaaallieeeeeee. Get off your phone. Andre's waiting."

"I gotta go," Callie said quickly.

"Okay," this time Jake wanted to say it while she could hear him. "I love you."

There was a pause-- long enough that Jake knew she heard him, and long enough that she knew she couldn't play it off. "I love you too," she said finally. Callie sounded like her thoughts were very jumbled and she was sorting out some unseen insecurity with herself.

Before Jake could question it further, the line clicked, and her voice was gone.

Jake sat in silence. That final "I love you too," echoing in his head for hours and hours.

He had waited for two more hours, checking his phone obsessively for a call or text message. Any indication that things were normal. All the while, he was battling this ever growing feeling of dread that something was very wrong and he had no idea why or how he could fix it.

The TV did very little to pacify him. His concerns made his stomach feel like it was tied in knots. He found himself pacing the room, trading glances between the door, the clock, and his phone.

Finally, he took a deep breath and decided that he needed to try to sleep. It might prove to be a futile effort, given how not-tired he felt, but he had to try. This whole evening had taken on a surreal quality that felt vaguely reminiscent of a nightmare, and Jake needed to try to escape it.

When he turned out the bedside lamp, Jake stared at the digital clock with wide open eyes. The minutes crawled along until they eventually read 3:34, and still Callie was not back yet. Jake's emotions were churning in a mixture of fear, self loathing, worry, guilt, and a touch of anger. Callie was never normally this aloof, irresponsible, or... dare he say-- selfish. Just what in the hell was going on with her?

In his head, he began to practice the things he would say to her when she finally got back. The questions that he'd ask.

It would be another half an hour before he heard the hotel room door open and shut behind her. And the reassuring sound of her feet pattering toward the bathroom was such an instant comfort, that almost every one of Jake's questions and talking points vanished. He heard a drunken clumsiness to her staggering walk.

Jake rolled slightly over, and saw the bathroom light on. He heard the sound of her shedding her clothes-- probably eager to get out of her dress. Then, to his surprise, the shower started. He rolled back onto his side, facing away from the bathroom door and only listened.

Callie was in the shower for a surprisingly long time, it seemed. The clock on the wall read another thirty minutes before Callie emerged from the bathroom. She seemed to pause at the side of the bed. Jake could sense her staring at him. He felt his heart pounding, but for reasons he couldn't explain, he squeezed his eyelids shut, and pretended to sleep. He didn't move or stir.

After an eternity, Callie slipped into bed beside him, facing away from, and went to sleep without so much as a goodnight kiss or the slightest hint of any bodily contact.

Jake tried to tell himself that she was just tired and didn't want to wake him. And those thoughts quieted his inner anxiety enough that he could begin to drift off to sleep. But just before he did, while he was in that momentary transition between awake and asleep, when his body felt as though he was free falling, a bizarre and fleeting thought entered his brain.

She's not Callie anymore.

Then like a ghostly fog passing in the night, the thought floated away and was gone. Jake slept.

***

Nearly 9 hours earlier...

"Damn girl, look at you!" Mei squealed in delight. The second she saw Callie, her face lit up and her jaw dropped.

Callie giggled nervously and swept her hair back behind her ears. She was blushing as she did so, and Mei immediately picked up on it.

"It's because we're meeting Andre, isn't it?" Mei teased.

"N-no," Callie stammered. "I just felt like looking nice."

"Girl, you want him."

"I do not. I'm already taken."

But Mei didn't look convinced. "Uh huh. I know what this is all about. You want to look foxy as fuck in front of him, in the hope that he-- how did you describe your fantasy-- gets so worked up that he just has to have you, and he takes you."

Callie's blush only deepened, but she said nothing.

"I'm gonna make this happen for you, baby," Mei grabbed Callie by the hand and nearly dragged her to the hotel bar where they were meeting Andre.

"Mei, please don't do anything crazy," Callie pled.

"Oh now I have to. I might have had a spontaneous fling with him, but this..." Mei waved her hand to encompass Callie's whole look-- the dress, the hair, the jewelry, the shoes. "...This is all premeditation. It's written all over this outfit. This is the outfit of someone who wants to get fucked... and fucked hard."

"Mei!" Callie gasped, looking around. "That's not true. I just wanted to feel sexy and show off a little. Besides, Andre picked this out and bought it for me, so I thought the right thing to do would be to let him see me enjoying his gift."

Mei's eyes sparkled. "He bought that for you? Wait wait. Back up. He picked that out and bought it for you?"

Callie hunched her head slightly in a guilty posture.

"Damn, if only I'd have come along, I could have scored some free clothes," Mei tugged at her own dress. Mei had packed her body into the classic 'little black dress'. It was tight and body hugging up top-- sexy and showy-- and it flared out by her hips, becoming playful and bouncy around her legs. Callie was positive, that if Mei twirled fast enough, everyone at the club would get a flash of Mei's perky ass.

"It was probably best that you didn't," Callie said, and her posture only grew more hunched. Her cheeks redder.

"Why?" Then Mei's expression grew suspicious. "You know something! Did something happen?"

Callie begged Mei to lower her voice, but then she confided. "I may have... let Andre watch me try everything on." Her face was burning bright red after this admission.

"You slut," Mei smacked her playfully with the back of her hand.

"It's not really that terrible, is it?" Callie asked, her eyes were pleading, seeking some reassurance from her guilt.

"No no... it's not like you blew him or anything."

"I may have... let him jerk off in front of me," Callie continued.

"Oh my god," Mei gasped and started to giggle. She looked genuinely pleased with Callie over this revelation.

Callie's expression resembled a guilty dog that had piddled on the floor. "I guess I got a little carried away. And I feel kinda bad. The whole time I was getting ready for tonight, I couldn't even look at Jake. God, I'm terrible."

"Psh. Don't beat yourself up," Mei waved dismissively. "You're on vacation. You wanted to see the sights. And if all you did was see them, nobody can fault you for that. And Andre is definitely an anomaly. You have to sneak a peek. That's like driving past the Grand Canyon and not looking." Mei lowered her voice conspiratorially. "So did he cum like a crazy amount? Like buckets?" She said knowingly.

"Mei!" Callie gasped again, then lowered her voice. "Yes. It was crazy. I've never seen anything like it. There was *so* much."

"That guy is certainly built for something specific. I think God had one thing in mind, and one thing only when he made Andre."

"I guess," Callie shrugged, but her eyes had become unfocused, lost in the memory.

Mei only smiled. "It sounds like Andre wants to fuck you... and badly. Why don't we just make that happen?"

"Mei, absolutely not. I just got carried away by everything that happened."

"Everything that happened? You mean there's more?"

"C'mon... I'll tell you on the way. But don't you dare try anything. I'm not here for that. I'm just hoping to loosen up and have fun tonight, and hopefully not feel so bad once I go back to Jake. And if Andre expects me to cheat on Jake, well then I'm just going to put my foot down, thank him for everything, but tell him we need to distance ourselves for the rest of the vacation. Understand?"

Mei smiled and held up her hand like a scout taking an oath. Still, there was something in her expression that betrayed her sincerity. She looked far less innocent. "I understand. I won't pull anything. Let's go have fun. I'll fix you right up."

"Mei, I'm serious. Don't do anything that'll jeopardize my marriage," Callie cautioned.

"I'm serious too. The only one who can jeopardize your marriage is you. You do whatever you want to do, and I won't push it."

But somewhere behind Mei's almond eyes, the gears were turning.

***

When they met Andre at the bar, he was in a white suit with a casual button down. He eyed the two approaching ladies. Particularly the blonde in the figure hugging white dress.

"Hey stud," Mei sang out playfully as she threw her arms around Andre and gave him a smooch on the cheek. "Doesn't Callie look sexy in the clothes you picked out for her?"

Right away. Callie blushed humbly but offered Andre a smile. "Hi," she said nervously.

Andre made no effort to hide his wandering eyes. He bit his lip and without a word, twirled his finger. He wanted her to spin around.

Despite the situation, Callie did, showing off the way the dress hugged her figure and displayed her curves-- particularly her breasts, ass, and legs.

"Mmm, very sexy," Andre said, and gestured for them to sit down.

"I shouldn't get too drunk tonight," Callie warned, trying to already establish some boundaries. Regardless, she instinctively took a seat beside Andre.

"Why not, Callie?" Mei said in a teasing voice. "Afraid you might not be able to control yourself?"

Callie shot her a look. Mei seized on it. She came around to Andre's opposite side, cupped her hand over his ear and began to whisper something. The two of them glancing at Callie while she did.

Callie glanced away, flustered, then turned back. "Are you in junior high? What are you guys talking about?"

"Nothing," Mei replied innocently.

"I'm beginning to feel like the third wheel," Callie said, and without realizing it, there was some level of jealousy at Mei just making herself comfortable with Andre right in front of her.

"Actually, that's what we were discussing. I volunteered to be the third wheel," Mei said, then quickly added, "So you two can dance."

Callie reddened.

"Actually, I already took care of that," Andre snapped his fingers and gestured. A man emerged from the crowd in a stylish gray-blue suit. His skin was midnight black, but he had a youthful face and a big smile. It took Callie a moment recognize Darren-- the masseuse from the spa who'd given Mei her rubdown. Callie had been so wrapped up in Andre's touch that she'd completely forgotten about Mei's professional.

"Hey there, pretty lady," he greeted Mei with a pair of drinks and slid beside her on the stools.

"Hi," she perked up a bit, giving Andre a coy 'thank you' grin. Darren slid his arm around Mei's slender frame. He must have been younger by at least five years-- barely twenty-- but the way he dressed and carried himself in this environment, he looked wiser beyond his years. And not at all shy to be putting his arm around the waist of a married woman.

"There, now nobody is left out," Andre said. Callie was wondering what was happening. This was shaping up to look and feel like a double date. But neither man were their husbands.

"What's good?" Callie asked, browsing the drink list, more so to break the tense energy than out of actual interest.

"Don't worry about that, I already ordered for you," Andre winked and placed a big reassuring hand on Callie's knee. She nearly jumped out of her skin.

Andre leaned over. "That dress fits you perfectly, by the way," his voice was a deep resonant whisper, that again reminded Callie of distant thunder on a summer day.

"Thanks. I thought you might like this one more," the words reflexively falling out of her mouth. What was wrong with her, she wondered. It was like she was under a spell or something. Always at a complete loss when Andre was around. The authority he commanded seemed to make her naturally want to please him, and to receive his approval.

"It's very sexy. Don't think I'll be able to take my eyes off of you."

She reddened. "Oh... umm... thanks," she had to look away.

Thankfully the bartender brought over her drink, and she was grateful for the distraction. Andre sat back, but his hand still rested on her leg, as though he wanted everyone in the bar to see who she was with.

Callie's drink might have been strong, but it was so fruity and delicious, that she didn't much care, just glad to have something to hide her face behind when things got too... adult.

Once everyone had their drinks, Andre led them across the resort. Along the way, Callie gave a brief nervous glance around, wondering if they'd encounter Jake and June, and hoping they wouldn't. This was just a friendly night of dancing. Why worry either of them for no reason?

The resort had its own nightclub. It was a large flat terrace that over looked the ocean and the beach below. Half of it was open to the night, and the other half was in an open air but covered room-- in Mexican Villa style architecture. The club wasn't complete without a small swimming pool, fountains, a DJ booth, and multiple tiki bars.



Lights flashed with purples, blues, and reds to the beat of the music. Torches warmed up the atmosphere, and crowds of vacationers were drinking and dancing in the crowded space. There was a very 'party vibe' about the whole thing.

Callie wasn't used to this type of venue, having only encountered one in college that her heavy-drinking friends had talked her into. She felt lost, and it must have shown on her face, because before panic could set it, Andre had her by the hand-- his arm across her back and was leading her to the dance floor.

She went willingly, but mostly because she didn't know what else to do.

They were shoulder to shoulder with other dancers in the crowd, but Andre kept a firm arm around her, so she didn't get swept away. "Just do what feels natural," he told her, as he circled her body, coming up behind her. His big hands rested on her shapely hips and he started to sway her body into his.

Callie felt her heart pounding. She took a long sip from her drink and let Andre guide her body movements. Eventually, she fell into a natural rhythm with Andre. To her surprise, there was none of the awkwardness that came with dancing with another man. Her hips rocked, and Andre's large body was reassuringly pressed to her back the entire time. His hands on her body wouldn't let her make a fool of herself or get lost in the sea of the crowd. She didn't even mind when she felt his crotch against her butt. She just let it happen, and moved her hips in time with him.

Through the crowd, she spotted Mei and Darren also dancing. Mei had one leg up, resting it against Darren's hip. She was grinding her body in time with his, her hand caressing his face and throwing her head back in delight. There was something very sexual about the way the two of them naturally fell in step together. When they moved, Mei spotted Callie and flashed her a smile.

Callie couldn't stop her own smile. She opened her mouth in an exaggerated silent scream, as if to say "Ahhhhh!" But then they both laughed and returned their attention to the men they were with.

Callie lost track of time. The crowds, the music, and the continuous supply of drinks helped deprive her of her senses.

Once she got over her initial trepidation, she found herself having fun and loosening up quite a bit. She and Mei didn't trade off. Callie stayed with Andre, and though her body drew envious glances from a lot of men in the crowd, Andre seemed to be making it perfectly clear to the entire room who Callie was with. Hell, the fact that he seemed to tower over everyone else was reminder enough. The tallest, most muscular, most powerful looking man in the room could clearly have whoever he wanted. And he had picked Callie. What a compliment! What a thrill!

By the time Callie finished her third drink, she was feeling a pleasant warmth all over her body.

Her movements were much more free and natural. The thumping of the music encouraged her to scoot her butt back into Andre's crotch. Thoughts of his cock weren't completely lost on her. She remembered the size, the raw power behind it, the way that it had unleashed what seemed like gallons of cum, just at the sight of her naked body. Now the only thing separating that cock from her womanhood was a few thin layers of clothing.

Callie involuntarily scooted her butt harder against his crotch, feeling for it. And there it was-- thick against his leg. As they moved their bodies, Callie slid herself along the length of that monster black snake, rubbing her butt and the back of her leg against it as she moved herself up and down.

She slid her hands up her own neck, running her fingers through her styled curls, pulling her hair above her head and letting it cascade around her like the mane of a lioness. Tonight she felt wild and free.

She didn't even mind as Andre slid his hands from her hips, over her belly. She worked her butt harder against his dick, teasing him, and smiled to herself as she felt it tense and begin to harden.

Her lips parted, she was breathing hard. Through the crowd, she spotted a few jealous men leering at her. For as naïve as Callie was about the world, the look of jealous lust was universal in all men. There was something about it that she enjoyed. She felt wanted, but they were powerless to approach-- she was currently claimed by a man that they were too intimidated by. They would approach no further if Andre was around. She eyed them as she impulsively took one of Andre's hands, moving it up her belly to her breasts. Andre took the message. He cupped her tits as she danced.

She hadn't meant to start anything. But her head was floating on a cloud of liquor, music, and self esteem. She was being shown off like a prize by a man who was so confident in his position over everyone else.

Callie bit her lip, shutting her eyes and moaning softly as Andre gave her tits a gentle squeeze, massaging them over her dress. His other hand slid down to her thigh, rubbing her smooth bare skin, the hem of her dress inching dangerously higher.

Callie was slightly aware that their movements had become less like dancing and more like mating. Andre thrusted, and she was pushing back into them.

The tempo of the music hid what was actually happening. The beat of the song devolved heavily into the pounding of drums. A steady "THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP. THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP" was pounding out of the woofers so loudly that Callie could feel it in her chest. There was something almost primitive-- tribal about the steady beat.

With the wind shaking the palm trees, above them, and the fire from the torches dancing into the night, it was easy to get lost in the setting. Callie felt like she was no longer at a resort with her husband. In her mind, she was lost in the jungle... in some native village, watching some sort of mating dance. And the strongest warrior in the village had laid claim to her. He was courting her and she was reciprocating.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

Callie's nipples had hardened beneath Andre's touch. Her ass grinded his cock until she could feel the rewarding swell. Her dress had ridden up so high, she was positive that the bottom of her ass was showing.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

Her hips wouldn't stop. They didn't want to. Her body was responding to only the simplest of urges. The most basic desire.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

Andre's hands went back to her hips. She leaned herself back into him, the back of her head resting on his broad chest. They continued to thrust, but the movement of their bodies had taken on an organic wave like motion. The wave would start at Andre's chest, and flow all the way down his stomach to his crotch and legs. Callie would move her body with his. She felt like she was laying on a rubber float on the ocean, and each movement of his body was a wave that rolled beneath her-- powerful and surging. She felt like she was floating.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

Callie spun to face Andre. Her legs trapping one his thighs between them-- the leg that his cock was resting against. Her arms around his neck-- she had to reach way up. She peered up at him as they continued to dance. Writhe was a better word. They were lost in their own world.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

The drums pounded her ears in time with her own pounding heartbeat. She pressed her tits to Andre's chest, knowing how horny it always made Jake when she did it. Without thinking, she slid her boobs from side to side against his body, enticing him.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

His was cock was hard against his leg. There was no denying that. Her hips were bucking against his thigh, matching his feverish movements. She was wet. There was also no denying that. Their movements were making them both horny. What she was doing could no longer be construed as dancing. She was humping his leg! Grinding her wetness back and forth on him. She felt like an animal, but she couldn't stop!

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

The music was almost all drums now. When she met Andre's eyes, they weren't lusty. They were intense and fierce. All she saw was the unrestrained animal in him. Hers must have looked identical, because in a sudden impulse, Andre grabbed Callie by the ass and picked her up. Callie threw her legs around his waist. Her heels falling from her feet. She locked her feet together behind his back and he pulled her into him. She could feel the bulge against her wetness-- the organ that defined him as a man-- meant for bringing pleasure and babies. His pants battling to contain it. His erection was fighting hard against its restraints-- fighting to touch Callie's body. He thrust his bulge against her again and again, and she started to thrust back.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

She held on tightly to him, her hands on his shoulders. This was no longer dancing. If their clothes were off, they would have been having sex. This was a full body dry hump. Jake had always wanted to pick Callie up and fuck her this way. He'd tried so many times-- but failed. He lacked the upper body strength. Andre, on the other hand, barely looked phased. Callie could feel Andre's muscles bulge and ripple. This was what this man was designed for.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

His cock rubbed across her pussy over her panties. Her skirt had practically bunched up around her waist, her panties and ass almost fully exposed, even here with hundreds of a people around them. But unlike that day in front of the hotel room, Callie wasn't the least bit mortified. Let everyone look. They weren't going to do anything but stare. Her breath was caught in her throat. She couldn't even moan. She was seeing fireworks bursting behind her eyelids in a dazzling display of pleasure.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

He was taking her. Not literally, but right here on this dance floor, she was his. The village warrior had claimed a mate out of all his potential suitors. Callie arched her back as they thrust faster against each other, sweat standing out on her forehead. Andre drove himself harder into her, and Callie suddenly opened her mouth. Oh god! It was happening!

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

She tried to fight it, to hold it back, but it came like a tidal wave out of the darkness. Her body stiffened and her back arched. Her toes curled into little fists behind Andre's back. Her mouth contorted in a silent scream. Then it happened-- she was having an orgasm. This man had grinded himself into her and she was cumming. It seemed impossible. But at this point, Callie couldn't even suck in a breath. The wave of pleasure rolled through her body, from her toes to the top of her head, and right back down.

THUMP-A-THUMP-THUMP-THUMP!

Andre leaned forward, his mouth coming within inches of hers.

And suddenly the music stopped. The crowd froze. Even Andre stopped his relentless thrusts. A surreal sense of "what just happened" overcame her. A moment later, a new song came back up. The mating drum beats had ceased. Andre slowly lowered Callie back to the ground. Her legs were jelly. She wobbled unsteadily like a baby deer learning to walk.

Callie fixed her skirt and eyed the wet spot on Andre's bulge. The first thought that came to mind was "I marked him." But she didn't understand what that meant other than she'd gotten her wetness on him. Callie took a deep shuddering breath, composing herself. But that was very hard. Her eyes were big and starry, looking up at this towering statue of a man who had brought her to orgasm. Had that been an accident? Or on purpose? Another man had made her cum on her honeymoon! Oh god.

Callie collected her heels from the ground and shuffled her way through the masses, needing a second to think. Along the way, she passed Mei and Darren. The two were in a tight embrace. Their lips were locked together. Mei and Darren were making out like drunken teenagers. Callie could hardly process this thought as she retreated from the crowd.

She stood in front of the tiki bar. She was panting.

She wasn't sure how much time had passed, but eventually Mei emerged from the forest of moving bodies and joined her. "I am having the night of my life!" Mei screamed out. She was definitely drunk. Mei looked over at her-- Callie was all too aware that she was flushed and trembling.

"Looks like you are too," Mei smirked.

"I don't know what just happened," Callie stammered, "But I think I might have just... accidentally..."

Suddenly the sound of a ringing phone made Callie jump. She glanced at the screen and the color drained from her face. It was Jake.

"I-- I have to take this," she said, stepping away and holding the phone in front of her like she didn't believe that it was actually ringing.

She needed time to compose herself, to think, to collect her thoughts. And now Jake? This wasn't helping. She resisted the urge to throw the phone off the terrace and into the crashing waves below. But that would be crazy.

Answer it, she told herself.

She took a deep breath, fixed her hair, and answered.

"Hello?" Callie sounded unsure, annoyed, and out of breath all at once. She was breathing heavily. Her heart rate hadn't slowed.

Jake sounded nervous, like he was testing the waters, and trying like mad to be sweet. For some reason, she found his groveling to be pathetic and annoying. And that momentary flash of rage made her feel even more guilty with herself. "Hey baby, I'm just checking in. Are you having fun?"

Callie paused, still lost in her thoughts. "Yeah, I'm having a great time." Her voice was quivering.

"Wow, it sounds like a real party. Is everything alright?"

That sudden flash of rage again. He wasn't here, he had no reason to be suspicious! He didn't trust her, and she found herself infuriated that he would be, based on no evidence at all. "Yeah, why wouldn't it be?"

"I was just checking. You sound--"

"I'm just out of breath from dancing," she said quickly, wishing he would just shut up and drop it.

"Okay... well I'll let you get back to your fun," Jake said meekly. "What time do you think you'll get back? If you want, I can have room service bring a midnight snack--"

"I don't know," Callie suddenly felt bad for her momentary flash of rage. She could feel the guilt washing over her. "I'll let you know when we're on our way back."

A second later, and Mei's loud voice cut through the fog of Callie's clouded thoughts. "Caaaaaallieeeeeee. Get off your phone. Andre's waiting."

Callie was suddenly tense, eager to get off the phone as quickly as possible, before Mei blurted out something stupid and incriminating. "I gotta go," she said quickly.

"Okay," Jake responded cutely submissive. "I love you."

Callie paused as the words sank in. She hated him for saying that in this moment-- with everything going on. She hated herself as well. She needed to think. That was all. She needed a moment without him in it. And now she couldn't even express herself the way that she wanted to-- on her terms. "I love you too," she said finally, and hung up before anyone around her said any more dumb things that threw off her composure.

She stuffed her phone into her purse, and took a moment to fix her hair and straighten her dress. She looked far more with-it than she had a few minutes ago-- drunkenly humping Andre's bulge on the dance floor in front of hundreds of people. Hundreds that she might run into with Jake in the next few days. Oh god...

Before she could chase those thoughts, Mei, Darren, and Andre appeared by her side. Mei's fingers were laced possessively through Darren's. Callie had no idea what was happening, but it looked as though Mei had claimed Darren as her boyfriend. A married woman with a boyfriend? What was going on? But when Andre slipped his arm around Callie's waist, she felt a surge of pleasure race through her. Speaking of claiming...

"So Andre and Darren were talking," Mei said to Callie. "They still have the keys to the spa area. Want to get some drinks to-go, and unwind with a nice long steam bath?"

Callie was unsure, looking to the faces of both men. "Wait, we can do that? I thought the spa is closed at this hour?"

Darren grinned wider and help up a loop of dangling keys.

Andre smirked, his arm snug through the small of Callie's back. "When you have enough pull around here like I do, we can pretty much get away with anything," he winked reassuringly.

Before Callie's mind could really churn over this new development, she was being swept along to this new destination by something even more powerful and unstoppable than the tide-- Andre.

***

The spa area of the resort took on a whole different vibe after hours. It was dark, lit only by the soft glow of accent lights, and it was dead silent. Any practical opposition Callie had to this idea was overshadowed by the delinquent thrill from sneaking in after hours. She felt mischievous-- like a teenager breaking into her high school in the middle of the night with her friends. Not that she had ever done anything like that, but even with Andre's authority around the resort, she felt so naughty, excited, and exhilarated.

Andre had procured an entire case of cold wine coolers. A short pit stop to the linen closet, and the only thing hiding Callie's birthday suit was a fluffy cotton robe. She'd hung up her dress and stored her shoes. She found her panties were completely drenched. She wasn't surprised. The orgasm on the dance floor had been powerful. She'd never felt anything quite like it.

She rendezvoused with the rest of her group outside of the changing rooms, thinking this was a bad idea, but too drunk and thrilled to back out now. Callie felt instantly silly when she met up with the others. She was the only one in a robe. Mei had a towel wrapped around her slim little body. Her nipples poked through the fabric, and her legs were smooth and flawless, her butt almost showing beneath the towel. She looked innocent and delicate, though Callie knew better by now. Her styled hair was pinned up now in a playful ponytail.

Darren and Andre wore towels around their waists. Darren's near-black skin was almost an exact contrast to the whiteness of his towel. And Andre... on a man as large as him, his towel was more like a loincloth. Callie's eyes traveled down his legs, and wondered how his cock wasn't making an appearance, hanging out of the bottom of the wrapping. Both men were incredibly fit and muscular. But next to Andre, Darren looked like a pencil neck. His muscles were thin and natural. Andre's were chiseled by god himself, it seemed.

Darren led, and Andre rested his hand on Callie's back, just above her butt. This was becoming a common thing whenever she saw Andre... but she was finding it less and less odd, and more normal by the minute. She was coming to expect the gesture now.

The sauna was intimate and cozy. Wood panels with back-lit accent lights turned low. Rows of benches faced each other, oriented around a pit for water to be ladled over hot rocks.

Mei and Darren slipped off to one side, while Andre and Callie helped themselves to other side of the room.

They sat facing each other for a while. Mei's hand resting on Darren's leg. They breathed the hot air. Callie felt slightly stifled, but also soothed by the temperature. And after only a few minutes, the trembling thrill of trespassing began to fade. She felt very relaxed, even as she took a sip of the sugary alcohol that had been smuggled in. The massage had been great, but this was a new level of calmness. Everything felt like a slow motion dream, and Callie didn't want it to end. To return to reality meant a return to her stresses, thoughts, and her nagging conscience. Right now, she wanted no part in any of that.

She leaned back on the bench beside Andre's looming presence. Beads of sweat forming on her brow. She opened her robe slightly, thick material was heavy and smothering.



"How are you enjoying your vacation lately, Callie?" Mei said, teasingly.

Callie cracked her eyelid and glared at her... but she couldn't stop the smile from spreading. "It's fine," she said mildly.

"Just fine?" Mei asked. "You're in paradise. You have a whole new wardrobe of sexy outfits, bought and paid for by your sexy man... I mean tour guide. You just danced your ass off, you have an infinite supply of drinks, and you're in a steam room with three hot strangers. What more could you need?"

Callie only managed an uncertain shrug.

Mei smirked wider. "Actually, I don't need to ask that. I definitely know what you need."

Callie reddened. She didn't want to look at Andre, but she could feel his eyes on her.

"What about you?" Callie asked. "What are you doing?"

"Me?" Mei sounded defensive. Then she glanced over at Darren. "Oh, don't worry. I'm making it a point to have fun on my trip." She giggled and her hand slipped over Darren's thigh and between his legs. Her searching fingers rubbed at the towel between his legs. Her fingers looked teasing and tickling-- nimble like a piano player's. Nobody spoke as Mei toyed with Darren's lap, until a tent started to rise.

"Mei," Callie started to say in her lecturing voice. But then she peered at the calm faces of Andre and Darren. Everyone in the room was in a euphoric-like trance. If she tried to be the voice of reason, bringing up reminders of Mei's marriage and husband, she was positive that it would fall on deaf ears. Instead, Callie closed her mouth.

Mei's fingers circled and petted and stroked at the rising bulge beneath Darren's towel. Callie and Andre were pretending not to see, but Mei wasn't relenting. Her drunken state fueled her curious hands. The young masseuse leaned back, propping himself against the bench behind him with his elbows. The cock that rose to attention beneath the towel was very large. Not Andre-large, but like a very filling banana had grown to life between Darren's thighs.

Not a word was uttered in the sauna as it happened. Mei's eyes and focus were now fully on Darren's cock. She inched closer and draped one smooth leg over Darren's as she rubbed.

It wasn't Callie's imagination, there really was a dream-like quality to everything that was happening. Between the alcohol and the hot temperature, Callie felt like none of this really mattered. She experienced a detachment from reality, the way she had back in the dressing room-- like the world beyond these four walls ceased to exist at all.

Mei continued her playful teasing while Andre and Callie silently watched. The tent bobbed up and down from the steady flexing of Darren's own muscular organ.

As the sweat beads began to flow freely down all of their bodies, Mei reached up and slowly undid Darren's towel. She unfolded it neatly, like she wanted to save the wrapping paper on a Christmas package.

Callie couldn't stop herself from looking. Between Darren's skinny legs was a large dark erection, as black as night. His cock was impressive. Long and thick and hard. There was a curve to it, that again reminded Callie of a large banana. Darren was certainly huge... but he wasn't Andre. Callie found her eyes wandering over to Andre's lap.

Without word, Mei wrapped her tiny hand around Darren's staff and leaned over. Her lips found his again and they resumed their excited make-out, the way they had been on the dance floor. Darren's hands went to Mei's hair, running through it and holding her by the back of the head, all the while Mei's hand went smoothly up and down along Darren's cock.

Callie was transfixed by the unabashed way that Mei was cheating on her husband in front of everyone. Callie knew June. Not for long, but she still knew and liked him. Mei was making a lot of assumptions that Callie wouldn't say anything to June... though they all knew she wouldn't.

Mei parted their passionate kiss with a wet smacking of their lips. Then she peered at Callie, smiled, and lowered her head down Darren's body until her lips wrapped around the solid black head of his cock. She took him into her mouth without a single pause. The whole time, those mischievous almond eyes were locked onto Callie. See how much fun I'm having? They said.

Callie watched the slow steady blow job in front of her with a building sense of her own lust. Her pussy was tingling and wet-- greedy for another orgasm like the one on the dance floor. Her nipples had hardened, and the soft towel-like material of her robe against them was giving her little jolts of pleasure. She looked to Andre, and found him looking back at her. The tent in his own towel was as clear as day-- as was the bulbous black head of his cock jutting from beneath the small covering.

Callie swallowed, her mouth feeling incredibly dry. This little midnight sauna adventure was turning from fun and mischievous to something far less light-hearted. She turned back to Darren and Mei. Mei's mouth was moving in slow steady bobs up and down Darren's cock. His manhood glistening with her saliva. Her eyes were lusty and half shut as she practically basted his cock with her lips. Her mouth coming off of it to circle the head with slow sexy movements of her tongue.

Darren was breathing deeply. His mouth lolling open as he watched the sexy married Asian tourist pleasure him with her mouth while she was supposed to be out with her husband. Husbands didn't matter in here. Tonight, Mei would have renounced her marriage if it meant having fun with this hung black stud.

Mei's mouth covered Darren's cock with slow wet noisy kisses. There was something hypnotic to her movements that Callie couldn't look away from.

When Callie finally broke her stare, she looked up at Andre, and found him again looking back down at her. Without a sound, and without breaking their own stare, Callie untied her robe slowly, opening it and revealing her curvy white body to this man.

Andre didn't move. Only watched, and it drove Callie nuts, making her crave more. She could have done nothing. Could have just sat there until the night was over. But with Mei and Darren putting on a show right in front of them, and the voice of Callie's lust drowning out all sensibilities, that seemed impossible. Callie grasped Andre's hand and guided it to her breast. His big hand palmed one her of perky double D's and Callie sighed with pleasure, wondering what she was doing, and also not caring.

Across the room, Mei's movements were growing more hungry and bold. The steady wet sound of Mei's sucking combined with the muted gasps of Darren's heavy breaths filled the air with a thick and palpable sexual tension. Her little hand moved down his shaft to his balls. She began to massage them in slow sensual circles.

"Yeah, baby. Rub those balls," Darren exhaled in pleasure as Mei impaled her face down on his cock.

Callie barely heard, lost in her own world. They were both still watching the show that Mei and Darren were putting on, but now Andre had free roam to fondle Callie's tits, and he was making the most of it. His big hands were cupping them, almost completely covering her big white breasts. His fingers found her nipples, and he gave them a twist and a pinch. It would have made Callie jump, but her thoughts were so lusty and sluggish that all she could do was purr out a soft sigh of pleasure.

Callie was hardly aware that she was doing it, until her hand reached out and brushed the towel covering Andre's waist. She peered up at him, neither of them uttering a word. Then she unfolded his towel, uncovering his lap and his manhood. She glanced down at the monster cock in his lap, as big and solid as an arm. Her hands were trembling. She gazed back one last time at Mei and Darren.

Darren's hips were coming off the bench as Mei bobbed her head up and down so fast and hard, she looked like she'd completely lost her mind. She was treating her own face like it existed just to please this stallion of a man.

All hesitation was lost as Callie took hold of Andre's cock and began to softly stroke him. When she wrapped her fingers around his shaft, they couldn't even touch. He was so thick. She worked his pipe up and down in slow strokes, mesmerized by the thickness, the weight-- it was so heavy. The veins in his shaft bulged and twitched. The head of his cock responded to her touch with a show of swelling.

Callie's body shook. Andre's hands roamed her chest, cupping and jiggling, squeezing and pinching. Callie sighed, feeling like this was all a dream... but if it was, she didn't want to wake up just yet. Her hand squeezed tightly around Andre's shaft, pumping up and down. The distance from his head to his balls felt like miles.

Callie locked eyes with Andre as they played with each other. "Big white titties," Andre mouthed the words.

Callie giggled slightly, her cheeks blushing. "Big black cock," she mouthed back.

Across the room, Darren and Mei were in their own little bubble. Mei had slid into a kneeling position on the floor. Darren's giant cock was in front of her face, pointed at the ceiling. Mei's lips were on his balls. She was licking and sucking, nuzzling with her mouth. She was tenderly kissing his big heavy black balls like she was cuddling a new pet. There was a loving reverence about the gesture that was slightly obscene for a married woman to do, and yet so powerfully hot that Callie's own skin broke out in goosebumps.

Darren was moaning louder, mumbling vulgar things to Mei's upturned face. "Yeah... worship those black balls, slut." Callie had never heard the term "worship" used in that context, but that was a good description of what Mei was doing-- she was "worshipping" Darren's entire manhood. It was an act that she knew Mei never did with her husband.

As Callie stroked Andre, she reached her other hand over, slipping it beneath Andre's enormous balls. She lifted lightly, testing the weight. She peered up at him, waiting for the approving look in his expression. And when she saw it, she softly began to massage his balls in her hand. One hand stroking him, the other coaxing his sperm factory into production mode.

One of Andre's hands came away from Callie's breast. He slid it down her belly. Callie knew where he was going, and instead of protest, she opened her legs. Her pussy was soaked, coated in her own excitement. She knew they couldn't go any further than this. She wouldn't be able to live with herself. But she was powerless to tap the brakes. Even this was crossing the line... but she needed something. She'd explode if she stopped.

Andre's cock throbbed in her hand. She felt so alive. Her strokes becoming faster, more purposeful. Andre's big hand came to rest between her legs, and he slid his finger along her wet folds. She shivered in anticipation.

Across the way, Mei couldn't wait any longer either. "I thought it would be a once and done thing," she narrated over her shoulder for the benefit of Callie and Andre. But they were hardly listening. "But I need black cock," she admitted. She climbed into Darren's lap, straddling him and pushing him backward on the bench.

Darren didn't protest in the least bit. His hands found their way to her perky little Asian ass and he spread her cheeks as she positioned herself above him. Then she lowered herself onto his bare, unprotected staff and began to sit. A moan emitted from her mouth that took on a higher and higher pitch, the lower she sank on his cock.

By the time Darren's manhood was fully inside of her, Mei was screeching like a eagle.

Callie and Andre barely heard. Callie was surprised she could hear anything over the pounding of her own heart. She couldn't pull her eyes from what she was doing to Andre. Her hand worked up and down in sensual twists and strokes. His cock was immense and dark, and the fair skin of her hand was a stark contrast. "My hand," she thought to herself. "This is my hand on his cock." She could hardly believe it, but the sight of her own hand stroking this hung black man, the way his skin bunched up at the base, or near the tip with each pump. The way the muscular shaft swelled and jumped when he was especially excited. The way his huge heavy balls lay in her tender palm. It was all so hypnotic.

And when Callie looked down at her own body-- normally so familiar to her-- she found that she recognized herself even less. One of her huge pale breasts sat in the grip of an enormous black paw that was definitely not Jake. Andre's fingertips grew lighter as he pinched and rolled Callie's pink nipple between them. An impossibly long and thick arm hung down her belly. The hand working slowly in circular expert movements between her legs.

Callie was aware that her hips were gyrating in time with Andre's fingers. He was spinning them in slow methodic circles around Callie's clit. And each time they came into view, she could see how wet she was making them.

Mei's inner slut came roaring out as she sat on Darren. She was already throwing her light little body into the carnal act. She had cheated with Andre. Now she was cheating with Darren. And though Callie had no idea what the future held for Mei and her marriage, it seemed (for the moment) that Darren was the mate she'd selected.

Callie was sucking in deep breaths between her teeth. Moaning as Andre's fingers danced in circles around her clit, before he began to sink one inside of her folds. Callie's grip tightened on his rod and her stroking became more urgent.

Mei's moans filled the room. The wooden bench beneath Mei and her black prince creaked and shook. The cries of lust and passion were overwhelming.

Andre fingered Callie more intensely, though she felt him begin to pull her to him. For a brief moment, Callie was willing... needing it. But battling the current of her own desires, she managed to blurt out "We can't. I'm married..."

Not that it meant anything. She was touching Andre's dick, and she was determined not to stop until he unleashed another load of sperm to rival the one she'd seen this morning.

Her eyes were big and pleading, even as Andre leaned forward. For a moment, she was positive that he wouldn't accept that. That he'd pull her on top of him and ravenously fuck her the way that Darren was destroying Mei's vows and any semblance of her commitments to her husband. And Callie supposed she was alright with that. But instead Andre opted only to place his lips on hers. Callie moaned as Andre's tongue rolled into her mouth.

His fingers worked faster against her pussy, and Callie's hips bucked and gyrated to keep up with his touch. Andre sank his finger into her pussy and a thought floated to the surface of her consciousness-- his finger is deeper than Jake's cock has ever gone! Her lips locked tighter around Andre's mouth, and she found herself sucking his tongue into her mouth. She sucked it hard, lapping up his saliva, drinking it like it was the nectar of life.

She'd told him no, but if Andre had pushed her face into his lap, she was sure she'd lose her last lingering threads of her conscience and she'd suck his cock.

Andre didn't though. He just continued his relentless and expert finger assault on her pussy, and his ravaging of her mouth. Callie felt like a teenager again. Drunk from the alcohol and euphoric from the sauna heat. She was drunk on the power of her own sexuality-- the steel hardness of Andre's cock in her hand confirmed it.

She stroked for all she was worth. Her hands growing tired. But she was not going to stop. Not for a second.

Mei was screaming, throwing her head back in passionate bounces. Her back arched, her chest thrust out. Her ponytail had come loose and her raven hair was being tossed around, just as Darren held on tightly to her little body and threw her up and down on his lap. His hips and ass were coming off the bench in long skyward thrusts. Mei looked like she was on the back of a bucking bronco, just struggling to stay on. Darren was snarling impassioned obscenities to the sexual pixie on his lap. Things about white girls, about black cock, about married sluts... it all seemed to go on and on in a never ending tirade.

Mei was mindlessly moaning. Too wrapped up in her own selfish pleasure to devote any brainpower to say dirty things back. Now was not the time for words. All she wanted was orgasm after orgasm until she fell into exhaustion.

Mei and Darren weren't the only ones bucking. Across the room, Callie and Andre were doing some bucking of their own. Callie's hips were thrusting up and down as Andre plundered her pussy with his fingers. They were going so deep, stretching her own, and they were just his fingers!

She was seeing stars dancing at the corners of her vision. Her hands not just stroking, but utterly jerking, cranking Andre's shaft. She wasn't the least bit worried she was hurting him. A monster cock like this couldn't be hurt. Her other hand was working his balls, rubbing fast and excitedly, caressing and feeling, just as much for herself as for Andre.

Their movements so feverish that they couldn't maintain the kiss. Their lips kept parting in wet smacking sounds. "I'm gonna..." she whispered. "Andre... I'm gonna... I'm gonna... I'm gonna cum for you." She finally managed to say it.

"Do it, white girl. Cum for this big black god," he said roughly into her face.

That was all it took.

Callie's body stiffened as her second massive orgasm of the night took hold. "Yesssss!" She shrieked out. Andre's fingers were still knuckle-deep in her body. The muscles of her pussy squeezing them tightly at the earthquake that seemed to have wracked her whole body. And at the very apex of her pleasure, something different happened. She felt her wetness release and a gush of hot juices burst from her, coating Andre's fast moving hand and wrist.

"Oh my god!" She was crying out. What was happening? She couldn't think about anything but the pleasure, the involuntary pleasant spasms that had taken hold. But she knew she had made a mess all over Andre's palm.

When she recovered enough to glance down at herself, she saw thick wet drops running down Andre's smooth dark skin. She'd positively drenched him. She looked up apologetically into his eyes, and saw the intense look of lust and delighted triumph on his face. She had never cum like that before, and he knew it.

"Fuck baby girl... look at that fuckin' orgasm," Andre grunted, holding his hands in front of her, letting her juices trickle down his finger tips.

Callie let out an amazed sigh, her whole body was trembling. She felt tingly all over. When she finally was able to catch her breath, she gripped Andre's cock with renewed determination. Her lips curled over her teeth in intense focus. She was going to make him cum as hard as he'd made her.

"Damn baby," Andre grunted. "You really want to see me cum again today, don't you?"

Callie climbed onto the bench, kneeling beside him, using both hands. Her hair bouncing on her shoulders. Her tits jiggled wildly as her hands moved up and down-- one around Andre's shaft, the other fondling and jiggling his balls.

She nodded. "Yes," she said.

"Speak up, white girl," Andre's strong voice barked commandingly.

Callie found her voice. "Yes, I want you to cum," she almost seemed to snarl through her clenched teeth. "I want to make you cum" she grunted, her hands going faster.

Andre tilted his fingers up to her lips, still running with her sloppy orgasm. Before Callie could even question her own actions, she tilted her face up to meet them, parting her lips. She flicked her tongue out across the tips of his long thick fingers. Andre slid them into her mouth and Callie sucked on them, feasting on her own flavor like candy.

Her mouth turned up to Andre's face, feeling like she was under his spell. Her hands pistoned up and down his cock, jerking for all she was worth. Jake was a distant memory. Her old life was a distant memory.



Even Mei and Darren, fucking like it was their last day on earth seemed to be happening miles away and in slow motion. Mei was riding for all she was worth, her back arched as she was screaming in her wild passion. She threw her head around, her hair flying in all directions, like a woman possessed. She bounced and at the height of her thrust, her hips bucked, Darren's cock came flying out of her pussy, and a gush of Mei's juices erupted from between her legs. She leaned back, throwing her head back, thrusting her hips forward as the torrent sprayed on Darren's lap.

Callie was hardly even aware of what they were doing, too focused on her own efforts.

"Cum for me... cum for me," Callie was moaning over and over again around Andre's fingers, slurping them. Flicking them with her tongue, teasing them with her pink lips. Then Andre was moving his hands toward his face. Callie followed, and when Andre pulled his hands from her lips, she lunged for his mouth, kissing him hungrily. Her mind was spinning. She couldn't stop as their tongues shared Callie's taste.

Andre grunted. A deep guttural rumble from deep in his body, like boulders being grinded together, and Callie knew what that meant.

"Yes... Yes... Yessss..." She grunted around his mouth. Andre's body stiffened up. His cock swelled, feeling harder than a rod of steel.

"Oh baby, here it comes," Andre groaned. Callie knelt in front of him, on her knees, her hands around his cock like she was praying to a black god. She knew she should stop, that Andre would erupt any second. But instead of scoot out of the way, Callie felt a crazy impulse to not. She pointed Andre's manhood straight at her sweaty naked body, stroking for all she was worth, until her muscles ached and her fingers were tired. Her eyes stayed locked on his, she needed him to release, and she wanted him to unload it on her.

"Cum for me. Cum for me," she was chanting over and over again.

"Fuck yes, baby," he grunted. His hips coming off the bench. A deep roar escaped his lips. A moment later, his cum shot forth, striking Callie in the middle of her stomach, bathing her in his seed.

"Oh my god!" She cried out in surprise and delight, echoing the same gasps she let out earlier today when Andre had first cum in front of her. A hot splash of sticky viscous seed coated her porcelain skin.

A moment later, it was followed by another burst. This one landed just above the last, huge heavy drops rocketed up her chest, coating the underside of her big boobs in a warm sticky glaze.

Callie continued to jerk him all through the orgasm, her white hand a blur on his dark cock. Her other hand massaged his balls relentless, stirring them, coaxing them to produce as much man-milk as his body possibly could. She needed to feel every last drop.

Andre locked eyes with her. The lust apparent in Callie's eyes. She had completely lost herself to the moment and as his next ropes of semen sprang forth from his swollen organ, she found herself aiming it lower. She pointed it straight at her thighs, and the next eruptions of cum coated her legs and ran between them. One final burst soaked her wet pussy lips, and Callie's whole body shivered in excitement.

When the whole orgasm was over, she glanced down at herself. Her naked body was soaked in a sheen of Andre's cum-- a lustful mixture of his testosterone, his sexual desires, and his potential future offspring. And now it was on Callie.

As they both calmed down and caught their breath, a guilty sensation worked it's way into Callie's post orgasm bliss. She hadn't cheated on Jake... not exactly... but she'd marked herself with Andre's spunk. That was the only way to describe it. "Marked" herself. She'd willingly let Andre spray her down with what made him a man. And in the animal kingdom, that meant she was his territory.

Like before, Andre took one look at the mess that they'd made-- the majority of the cum had landed on Callie, but the bench was still awash with Andre's semen, as was his dark inner thighs.

As if by instinct, Callie retrieved her robe. Without thinking, she ran the soft material through the puddle of cum on the bench, soaking it up. Then she proceeded along Andre's inner thighs, trembling with excited nerves as she felt his intense gaze on her. She wiped down his inner thighs until there wasn't a drop of his cum left. Then she started to clean up herself--

Andre's hand shot out, grasping her arm to stop her. His grip was strong and firm. "Leave it on you, until you get back to your room," he instructed firmly.

Callie didn't understand. What if Jake was still waiting up for her? What if he saw the mess? But instead of voicing those concerns, she merely nodded. "Okay," she said complacently.

"Good little white girl," Andre purred his approval, and started to stand up. His huge cock, even limp and satisfied, was enough to stir something in Callie. She had an overwhelming urge to reach out and touch it again. But she didn't. She was coming to her senses, and drunk and dehydrated or not, she was becoming very much aware of what she'd done. Her husband was back at the hotel room and waiting for her to come back. And instead of being with him on her honeymoon, she had gone dancing with another man. She had kissed him. And they had groped each other to orgasm.

Sure, she hadn't fucked Andre, or sucked his cock, but she had literally done almost everything else. She doubted she'd be able to delude herself this time, that she was innocent in all of this. But she was so confused. Her mind in a daze.

Callie stood on shaky legs. Across the room, Mei and Darren had switched positions. Mei was on all four's like a dog, and Darren was behind her, unleashing his pent up youthful anger and energy. Her little body taking a pounding like she could go for days. Her head yanked back as he clutched her hair. Callie doubted they'd be done any time soon.

Andre started toward the door, not bothering with his towel.

Callie opened her mouth to say something to Andre. But she couldn't find any words.

"I'll see you tomorrow, baby," he said confidently. Then he slapped her ass lightly and confidently with one of his big black palms. "Now get your big ass back to your husband."

"O-okay," Callie said, her face red, her thoughts a muddled mess. Even the way Andre said 'husband' sounded amused and mocking. Oh god, poor Jake!

But as Andre strode away from her, his immense arms swinging from his broad shoulders, the muscled cheeks of his round butt jumping up and down with each stride, and the way his pendulous cock swung visibly back and forth between his thick muscled legs, Callie had the impulsive (almost instinctive) drive to follow him wherever he was going.

Instead, she gathered up her things, covering her body with her robe-- careful to leave the mess of spunk on her tits and tummy, just as Andre had instructed. She carried her dress and shoes back to her hotel room, and the moment she stepped through the door, she hurried drunkenly to the shower, glancing once at the bed to make sure that Jake was asleep.

She showered for a long time. Andre's cum was thick and it was everywhere. But as she washed away the fluids with which he'd marked her as "his", she couldn't stop herself. Alone in the hot water of the shower, Callie masturbated again to the terrible things she'd done. Her orgasm wasn't as amazing as the one Andre's fingers had delivered, but it would have to do.

When she returned, freshly showered and ready for bed, it was the four o'clock hour. She'd been away from her husband, drinking irresponsibly with another man for almost half a day!

She stood at the edge of the bed, watching her husband sleep. He looked so innocent and sweet. So naïve and unsuspecting. So trusting. He would never forgive her if he knew. Hell, she could hardly forgive herself. She found herself questioning a lot of things in those long moments. Her marriage, her choices in life, and what she really wanted for the future.

Then reluctantly, she joined her husband in the bed, and turned away. She couldn't look at him as she fell asleep. She just couldn't. But when she shut her eyes, what she saw wasn't guilt. It was Andre's body. More specifically, that intense look on his face as his cum landed on her. The pure animalistic lust. She saw it again and again. And every time she did, she felt that same lust on her own face.

*** To be continued... ***
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It was late morning when Jake started to drift to the surface of sleep. At first, he had no memory of who or where he was. Then as he grew more aware, the comfortable veil of ignorance vanished and he remembered his previous concerns and insecurities-- particularly with Callie returning to the hotel room so late last night after a night out with Mei and Andre.

But before that thought could fully invade his psyche, he was startled by a strange feeling in his crotch. Warm wetness around his cock, and the feeling of movement-- like being on a ship. When his eyes opened, he was greeted to a startling sight.

Callie was on top of him, straddling his lap. She was completely naked. Her tits wobbled and shook in front of his face. Her head was tilted back and her eyes were shut. Her hips were moving slowly up and down. She was sighing.

Jake glanced down. At some point while he'd been asleep, Callie had discreetly slid his pajama pants off. She was riding him, her breath coming out in soft, excited pants. His cock disappeared again and again into her slit. She was very wet.

He was still in a daze, having just woke up. He was disoriented. The room was dark, the shades drawn.

"Callie. What's happening?" He started to sit up.

"Shhhhh," she put her finger to his mouth, bit her own lip, and continued to ride a little faster now that he was awake.

Jake was completely thrown off. While he'd obliviously slept, Callie had shed her clothes, undressed Jake, climbed on top of him, and fucked him without him even knowing. He'd have a million questions... if he didn't find it so depraved and so sexy at the same time.

She leaned her body over him, her big tits hanging down in front of his face. His hands went to her hips and he held on, enjoying the feeling of her riding smoothly up and down along his length. She was very wet. All thoughts of last night... all questions, all worries vanished in the feeling of her juicy body consuming his cock in slow sensual motions.

Callie's eyes were shut, she looked like she was concentrating. Her breasts swayed hypnotically in front of Jake's face. He couldn't resist leaning up and cupping them.

Callie's hands shot out, grasped his and pinned them to the bed over his head. "No," she moaned. She sashayed her hips slowly from side to side as she continued to ride. Her tits shook from the movement. "No. Let me... let me serve you," she said, eyes still shut. As she rode, she leaned forward until her tits pressed to Jake's face.

Jake was thrown off by her choice of words. But once she grazed her big round tits across his mouth, he didn't much care. It was just Callie feeling weird, frisky, and adventurous. He opened his mouth and sucked. Her pink nipple was hard as a pebble, and he ran his tongue around her warm yielding flesh.

Callie pressed her tits harder into his face as she worked her hips. The sensation was heavily erotic. He sucked and licked and slobbered on her tits. "Suck them," she moaned softly. She threw her head back, flicking the blonde hair from her face. Her eyes still shut in focused concentration, and the set of her mouth was tight and determined. "Suck these big white titties," she purred the last few words softly.

Jake barely heard her over the sound of his excited breathing. Something about her big titties. Then he was burying his face into her soft smooth skin and going from one to the other, licking noisily.

As Callie pinned him to the bed, she began to move quicker now. Her breath coming in little exhales. Her hips were sinking deeper and deeper into his lap. She was grunting softly. The headboard started to thump against the wall. The sound reminded Jake of drums.

Callie grew wetter. She leaned upright, sitting on his lap. She twerked her hips as she rode. Her hair fell across her face. Callie let it rest there. Her eyes were still shut. Her boobs jiggled and bounced.

Jake's sunburnt chest was beginning to hurt again. He shut his eyes and clenched his way through it. When he opened them, Callie's hips were in a frenzy, going back and forth like she was mounted atop a galloping horse.

"Oh yes!" She cried out hoarsely. "Yes, yes!" Callie had grown up riding horses. She was good at riding. But her hips were getting away from her, and Jake could feel his member slipping.

His cock slipped out of her pussy from her rough and rowdy movements. He saw a momentary flash of disappointed cross her face, then Callie was groping for Jake's cock, and reinserted him into her warmth. Callie resumed her feverish riding. And a moment later, Jake's cock slid out of her again.

Callie let out a grunt of annoyance.

"Sorry, you're just really wet," Jake said, a little intimidated by her aggression.

"Yeah, that's the problem," Callie said, a flash of sarcasm and an eye roll.

The comment made Jake's brow furrow, but before he could question it further, Callie was stuffing his cock back inside of her and she was resuming her rough ride on his lap. Jake grunted.

"Not so fast," he plead, feeling the sunburn start to sting on his shoulders and back as the bed wobbled and shook.

Callie wasn't listening. She was running her hands through her hair, pulling it back from her face. Her hips swayed back and forth with each bounce, like she was on a horse, and her tits jiggled in a continual fierce wobble.

"Careful, careful," he hissed between his clenched teeth.

She rested her hands on Jake's chest. Her body going up and down with invigorated energy. Jake grunted when she touched his burn, his whole body going rigid and tense.

This seemed to infuriate Callie. "Just be a man, and fuck me already!" She grunted.

Jake was completely thrown off. Callie had never said something like that to him. He was in such shock that he couldn't think of anything to do but suck up his discomfort and thrust back. His toes clenched as he lifted his hips off the bed, bucking up into her from beneath.

"Fuck me! Fuck me!" She demanded.

Jake wasn't used to hearing Callie curse. She usually spoke with air of innocence that reminded him of Dorothy from The Wizard of Oz. "Oh me, oh my!" Her vulgar words sounded... clean.

The tempo of her riding was increasing. The smacking of the headboard off the wall was beginning to sound like a stampede of horse hooves. Things rattled on the nightstand.

Jake was grunting. His chest was burning, even as Callie's fingers circled into fists, tracing lines down his skin with her nails.

"Uhhh... uhhhh... uhhhhnnnn..." she was moaning. One hand mercifully coming off of Jake to rub her own bouncing breast.

Jake was feeling less and less like they were having sex with each other, and more like Callie was having sex *on* him. Like she was using him to get herself off.

He was out of breath. His own body just struggling to keep up-- to meet her thrusts and her insatiable lust.

He reached his hand to her hips, trying to slow her down. She waved him off. Her ass jiggled enthusiastically. Jake was grunting in pleasure, but he bit his lip. Her movements were just too aggressive.

"I'm slipping out again, baby," he moaned.

"Ugh... no," she sounded disappointed, desperate.

"I can readjusted..." he suggested.

She sighed in annoyance. She sank lower and his cock popped free of her wetness. "Ugh, this kind of thing wouldn't happen if you were bigger," she grunted, adjusting her body, and resuming her rough ride.

Jake was in shock. Callie had uttered the remark under her breath, but definitely loud enough for him to hear her. She wanted him to be bigger? What the hell? She'd never complained of his size before. Where was this coming from?

But Jake didn't have time to process it. Callie leaned herself forward again and mashed her big tits against his chest. The sunburn stung, but her tits pressing heavily against his chest, grazing back and forth always got him dangerously excited. He could feel his cock growing.

"Oh that's it," Callie purred as she felt the swelling inside of her. "That's it... make it big for me... I want it big..."

Jake held on, feeling the smooth up and down of her jiggling ass beneath his palms. He couldn't process her words. He was too excited, too horny, too...

"Oh god... I'm gonna... baby I'm gonna."

Normally Callie welcomed the orgasm. She used her tits to coax it out of him. But this time, there was disappointment in her voice. "No..." she groaned. "Nooo... keep going... keep fucking me."

"Baby, seriously, I'm going to--"

"Hold it, please," she cried out, moaning in his ear. Her speed increased. Her hips bucked. Her ass sat lower and lower in his lap, like she was searching his shaft for her own release-- a release that she'd never find.

There was an urgency to her bouncing-- on borrowed time now to get her climax.

Unfortunately, Jake's came first. "Oh baby, ohhhh," he cried out as Callie collapsed on top of him in defeat. Her big heavy breasts resting on his sun scalded chest. Jake's body stiffened, his cock swelled to only slightly bigger than his normal five and a half inches. She felt the tell-tale spasm in his manhood, and it was followed by a small but warm dribble of his cum leaving his body and flowing into hers. A few spasms followed the first, and each one brought a new, but small amount.

It was nothing like what she saw yesterday in the sauna. The way Andre's impossibly huge cock and erupted like a volcano that spewed hot spunk in all directions. The way it seemed to cover everything that he wanted to claim as his own-- the bench, the sauna floor, and Callie...

She was wet again, but something was different. Had she even cum this time with Jake? If she had, she had barely noticed. It was nothing like the excited one last night on the dance floor in front of hundreds of people, and nothing like the gushing one later in the sauna with Andre's fingers in her body.

"Are you okay?" Jake asked from beneath her. Her hips continued to gyrate, long after Jake's cock had gone limp. He popped out of her wetness as though her body were rejecting her own husband's manhood.

Callie sat back, and offered a sly sexy smile that she wasn't really feeling. Regardless, she decided it would be best to wear the face as a mask, to hide her feelings from last night. She still wasn't sure how she was feeling after everything, and her conscience was her biggest enemy.

She sat back, "Fine," she smiled. As she climbed off of Jake, he was immediately on his feet, hissing through the pain of his sunburn as he hurried to the bathroom to wipe the cum from his dripping cock. Callie caught a brief glimpse of his mostly limp dick. Pale and pinkish and shrinking like a wilting flower. The last thing she saw was Jake's slumped pink shoulders as he scampered to the bathroom like an Imp being frightened back to his cave.

Andre wouldn't have just ashamedly run away after an orgasm. Not like that. He would have tucked his hands behind his head, and waited... waited for Callie to be the good little slut and clean up the mess of cum from his body. He'd want her to pamper him until he was satisfied. Then he'd dismiss her first.

Callie heard the toilet flush, waiting awkwardly by the foot of the bed, naked and disappointed. She'd spent last night in a fog. Though she'd fallen asleep almost instantly, any waking moment had been a storm of memories, thoughts, and emotions. Guilt was always there-- the looming thunderstorm. Along with the fear-- the fear of getting caught. But each time she thought of Andre, there was undeniable excitement that spurred a desire between her legs that she never felt before. Andre had danced with her, kissed her, masturbated her, climaxed on her, and owned her. That last was the part that titillated her the most-- the way he carted her around with his hand on her back, or his arm around her hips, the way he dressed her, and showed her off, the way he made a display that she belonged to him. There was no doubt in her mind now, no neurotic questions to ask herself or situations to over analyze. She could have him. If she wanted, he would fuck her without protest or apology. This enormous muscular hung black stud would mate with her like an animal. And probably not just once, but again and again... maybe even as his only girl from now on... if he wanted.

It was all she could do to keep herself from masturbating, and when she'd awaken in the morning, she was hornier than ever. That was part of the reason she had climbed on top of Jake and fucked him while she was still asleep. It would also help distract him from asking the important questions about last night. Those questions would be inevitable. But it might make her look less guilty if she could show her husband that she still lusted for him. It might snap her out of this downward spiral she was in, and bring her back from la-la land. But it didn't help. With Jake, Callie needed to close the curtains in the room. With Jake, Callie needed to shut her eyes, and take herself back to last night. With Jake, she couldn't be as rough and uninhibited as he wanted to be, without his little pink cock slipping out of her pussy over and over again. And with Jake, his conclusion was disappointing and unimpressive, and her climax had been non-existent.

Callie had never been that with Jake before. Yes, sex didn't always end in an orgasm for her, but she had never actually felt a disappointment in Jake before now. She wasn't a moron. Callie knew that her perceptions of Andre had everything to do with this. His chiseled body, towering physique, sexy unabashed confidence, and enormous manhood had completely altered her perspective of men-- namely what she was attracted to. Poor Jake was just suffering the fallout of that.

Callie suspected that the best way to counter it would be to distance herself from Andre. Focus more on Jake, and turn off her thoughts to the man. Eventually Jake would become the center of her thoughts once again, and Andre would become a distant peripheral-- a fading memory of a time where she'd almost gone astray.

But in order to do that, she would need to do two things-- manage her guilt in order to keep Jake from finding out, so that things could smoothly transition back to normal just as quickly as they'd gone astray; and lastly, she needed to part ways with Andre. That last part would have to be done tactfully. She couldn't just ignore him. That might make him more aggressive or resentful. She didn't need him getting mad and telling Jake about the awful things she'd done last night while drunk. But she owed him a genuine face to face meeting for that-- he had, after all, spent a considerable amount of money on her, at his own insistence. She needed to thank him, but she also needed to be firm, practical, and tell him in an understanding way that they needed to establish boundaries, and whatever happened between them could go no further and could never happen again.

Easy, right? Maybe. Why was her heart thundering at the thought, then? She was staring off into space when Jake emerged from the bathroom, looking satisfied, having recovered his wits, and looking wide awake.

"What was that all about?" Jake asked, still a little disoriented. His hair had cowlicks from bed-head.

Callie could feel the guilt in the way she held her eyes and her mouth. There was no escaping that. But maybe she could use it to divert. "My version of an apology," she replied. "I'm sorry I was out so late. We got a little too drunk and Mei wasn't feeling like herself." Not quite a lie. She couldn't fault herself for that. She wasn't lying.

Jake laughed. "Wow... if that's how you apologize, I accept." He ran his hands over his sun burn and hissed again.

"Sorry, I guess I got carried away. How's the sun burn?"

"It still hurts," Jake frowned, poking at the tender areas of his body. Gross blisters jutted in places near his shoulders. Callie found them nauseating to look at.

"Well listen, don't push it," she said, heading for the bathroom to wash up after their morning romp. "If you're in pain, why don't you stay in again today and relax?" The suggestion was already waiting for the right moment to come flying from her lips. This seemed like the right time.

"Baby, this is our vacation. And I'm not doing anything but laying around," Jake looked miserable and self loathing.

"Exactly. Key word 'vacation'. It shouldn't be stressful. It should be relaxing. So lay down and relax." Callie stepped into the bathroom and eyed herself in the mirror. She was actually a little pleased by her own reflection. She looked hot and sexy, even with the lingering remnants of her alcohol buzz. But that's not what she was looking for. She was looking to see if the events of last night were written all over her face. Surprisingly-- they weren't. She smiled at herself, relieved. That's because this Andre business would be behind her soon, and she'd be back on track. Nothing to feel guilty about.

She gave a little spin and twirl in front of the mirror as she started the shower water, and giggled softly to herself. Callie hadn't given much thought to her level of attractiveness before, but looking at herself, she felt a little giddy. Good enough to attract a man like Andre. Good enough to attract any man. Wow. Not that she needed to. She was just a housewife, cutting loose a little. Now that she thought of it, last night she'd acted no different than a drunk girl in a strip club during her bachelorette party. And since she hadn't had a rowdy hen party before her wedding (her's had been a wine tasting, followed by a painting class on the winery terrace), last night had been sort of her belated party.

That thought made her feel better, and by the time she finished her shower, she felt like her old perky self again. She'd refrained from touching herself in the shower, even though the impulse was there. She needed to be clearheaded, even though her denied orgasm weighed heavily on her body.

She dressed in capris jeans that stopped just below her knees and showed off the smooth pale skin of her calves. They were tight against her butt and hugged her hips. She opted for a bright green T-shirt with the faded logo of last year's school "Fun in the Sun" field day. Students had signed it with shaky penmanship, hearts, and smiley faces. The shirt had shrunk and faded with heavy use, but it always made Callie smile. It clung to her body like a second skin, hugging her boobs tightly and pulling snug against her belly. When she moved, it worked its way up her hips and showed hints of stomach and naval. It definitely was nothing flashy or expensive, but for the day she had planned, it was fine. She picked out a pair of tennis shoes, and a pair of comfy green socks with horse shoes printed on them.

Jake watched her dress as he applied a thick layer of aloe to his shoulders. "What are your plans for the day?" he asked, sighing as the cream went to work on his burn.

"I'm just going to go for a walk today, I think," she was bent over, intently lacing her sneaker, her hair hung freely over each shoulder.

"No rowdy parties?" Jake asked, making light of yesterday's situation. Now that the sun was up, it all really did seem like a distant memory.

"No. I've had my fill of liquor for a long time," Callie laughed. "I figured I want to burn off those empty calories, and enjoy the sunny weather. Want to come? Maybe we could do some hiking?" It was a calculated gamble on Callie's part. If Jake said yes, then her efforts to distance herself from Andre would be delayed.



Thankfully she called his bluff. "If I wasn't burnt to a crisp, I'd say hell yes." Jake said, running his hand over his chest and groaning again. "But right now, that literally sounds like hell."

Callie smiled easily. It was a relieved expression. "Okay then, sweetie," she leaned forward and planted a quick kiss on the top of his disheveled strawberry blonde hair. Her thoughts were already elsewhere, thinking over the things she might say to Andre when she found him. She was sure he'd understand. Andre was a good guy like that. "Maybe we'll have a late lunch when I get back," she called over her shoulder as she shut the door behind her.

Jake sighed. Alone now, he felt better than he had last night. Maybe that whole nightmare knot of dread in his stomach had just been a side effect of the sunburn. It felt like such a silly overreaction now in the light of day, with Callie offering up morning sex. In fact, he probably had nothing to worry about--

A knock at the door suddenly stole his thoughts. He groaned as he got up and when he answered, his jaw nearly fell on the floor. Standing before him was June. June looked like a bus bowled him over. Both physically and emotionally.

His hair was a mess, his clothes were torn. He was bleeding from the corner of his mouth, and one of his eyes was so badly bruised, it was swollen shut. More than that, his eyes were fearful, darting in all directions. Puffy and red, he'd been crying.

"June, my god, what happened?" Jake asked, real concern in his voice.

June shouldered past Jake, into the hotel room, sat down, buried his face in his hands, and began to sob.

***

Although she didn't know it, Callie's interaction with the desk receptionist almost perfectly mirrored the one that Jake had when he'd asked about Andre.

She looked ill at ease at the mention of Andre, and directed Callie to the main gates of the resort-- just a short walk from the hotel front entrance.

Callie found Andre near the guard shack. She hadn't gotten a close look at the guards when they'd first arrived-- too swept up in the newness of everything. But up close, they looked fierce. All of them mean angry looking men, carrying the kind of guns that Callie had only ever seen in Jake's cheesy action movies-- machine guns, were they called?

Andre seemed to be directing them. They had a vehicle stopped at the entrance-- a beat up old jalopy with mismatched panels. A group of men in gold chains were out of the car, and it looked like the guards were interrogating them, not at gun point, but close to.

It was easy to spot Andre. He was nearly towering over the driver, almost nose to nose-- even though the driver had to look up at him. This wasn't a friendly conversation. This was some sort of situation that Callie wasn't meant to see, and it seemed that Andre was completely dominating this man.

Callie stopped and watched. The driver was the type of man that Callie would be afraid of. But he was trembling as he spoke to Andre. The man said something, Andre raised his voice and pointed. A lion roaring. The man nodded his head quickly and obediently, then retrieved something with fast shaky movements. Callie had never seen a dangerous man brought to such complacency. The sight of Andre in control of the situation was... it was sort of exhilarating.

Andre looked her way and spotted Callie. She must look silly. Like a little girl, with her backpack and her hiking clothes on, having walked in on something that the adults were doing.

Andre's face changed, and he smiled. He said something to the guards, then came strutting over to meet Callie.

"Hey baby, what brings you out here?"

Before she could even speak, Callie felt herself fidgeting with her hair, her backpack straps. She shuffled her feet, and felt her upper body turning slowly from side to side.

"If this is a bad time, I can come back," she said.

"It's never a bad time for you," he replied and put his arm around her waist to lead her away from the gates. There wasn't much room with her backpack, so he rested his arm on her butt. Callie felt herself not minding.

She cast a worried glance over her shoulder. "Is everything okay?"

"Oh don't worry about that," Andre waved his hand dismissively. "Just business. It's better to not know."

"You get up to handle business, even after drinking and dancing all night? Do you ever sleep?" She giggled slightly.

"I'll get up for a lot of things, baby," his hand gave her hip a little squeeze and Callie reddened. Andre's eyes roamed her body. Particularly the way her t-shirt was skin tight around her chest and belly.

"So umm... I wanted to come find you, and..." she was finding that she didn't much have the courage to speak her mind now that Andre was walking with her. Even the way he was guiding her... he was steering her, and she wasn't sure where they were going, but she was sort of fine with that. She found herself chickening out slightly. "Well... Jake is still sunburned and hanging out at the room, and I wanted to know if you wanted to go for a hike?"

"A hike?" Andre asked.

"Well yeah. You said that there's trails around here, and that they're kind of dangerous. And it's a beautiful day..." She trailed off, feeling like a rambling school girl and wondering what the hell was wrong with her.

Andre looked her over for a long time, and with each passing second, Callie felt more and more hopeful and desperate for him to say yes.

Finally he nodded, his eyes still wandering her over in her tight jeans and t-shirt-- her belly peeking playfully in between the two garments. "I think that sounds like a lot of fun," he grinned.

***

"I'm going home," June said when he finally pulled himself together enough to talk.

Jake said nothing for a while, only listened with a growing feeling of dread.

"Without Mei," June clarified. "I just booked my flight."

"What happened?" Jake asked.

June swallowed. This was clearly very hard for him. "Mei has been cheating on me." He hung his head, a great source of shame washed over him to even say it out loud.

This left Jake with more questions than answers. What did that mean? They were on vacation. She couldn't be having an affair-- they were far from everyone that they knew. Unless either June just found out about one that had been on going back home... or unless Mei worked so fast that she started one while on vacation in the past week. That last part seemed impossible.

The only thing Jake was able to say was "What?"

"I caught her this morning," June hung his head, and Jake eyed the injuries on June's face and the torn clothes on his body. It looked like he'd been in a fight.

"This morning?"

June nodded. "She... she didn't come home last night. After the girls were out."

Now Jake's blood ran cold. Callie had been out late. Had something happened? Did she know about this? If she hadn't been with Mei, who was she with?

"So I was worried. I went looking for her, asking around."

Jake couldn't stop himself. He had to ask, he had to know. "June... I know what I'm about to ask sounds selfish. But Callie came home late last night. Was she involved? Did she know about this?"

June shook his head. "According to Mei, Callie left before it happened."

Jake tried not to let his relief show, but it was a difficult task.

"So what happened? Was it Andre?"

Again, June shook his head. Jake felt even lighter with relief. "It was some black guy who works here, a skinny guy named Darren. I-- I found them... in a little cabana by the beach. They were... they were in bed together."

"Aw June, I'm really sorry," Jake patted June sympathetically on the shoulder. But June seemed to not even notice. His eyes were distant, reliving the nightmare.

"I asked around and the staff directed me to the beach. I didn't know what to expect when I saw the cabana. Just this cozy little one room thatched hut by the sand," June explained. "They sometimes rent them out to couples who want a night on the beach. I already felt this sick knot of dread in my gut. But up until then, I thought there must be some explanation I hadn't considered. Some benefit of the doubt that I could assign. Maybe Mei had gotten impulsive, and rented it for herself. I don't know. I always thought she was a good girl.

"Then I walked up and looked inside. They were both naked. Her back was to me. Her hair around her shoulders. Her butt was going slowly up and down, and between her legs, a pair of long skinny black legs. He was really dark. It was like a movie. I was totally beside myself. The way she was moving with his body. I didn't even think it was her at first. It couldn't possibly be my Mei. She slid upwards, and this enormous... I don't even know how to describe this guy. His cock was huge. I feel like I've seen horses smaller than him. I couldn't believe that something so big could fit into that little petite body, but there it was, right in front of me.

"Then she moaned, and I knew it was her. I recognize that voice anywhere, but I never heard her moan like that before. She sounded like... like an animal. It was more of a growl than an actual human voice. She turned her face to the side, and there was no denying it anymore. It was Mei. You know how they say 'heart break'? It's not an exaggeration. My chest actually hurt. I felt like my heart broke. I had so many questions-- of course, how did this happen? But more than that, what was going on in her head that she was willing to do that with him? To betray us? What had she been thinking when she was given the choice? What had she always been thinking this whole time? Did she ever even love me?"

Jake's heart was pounding as June recalled every detail. He was afraid to speak. "So what happened?"

"At first, nothing. I didn't know what to do. I just stood there, feeling heart broken, feeling stupid, feeling ashamed of my own body that my own wife would pick a stranger over me. Then she leaned over and started to kiss him. It was deep and passionate. I saw his big black hands run over her back, then over her butt. It wasn't a grope. It was a caress. That was the kiss that set me off.

"I didn't know what I was hoping to achieve. I've never been in a fight in my whole life. And just look at me," he looked down at his diminutive body in shame.

Jake never considered himself tall or particularly muscular, but next to June, he was the damn Hulk.

"But I couldn't watch that. I charged at them, screaming at the top of my lungs," June went on to explain. "I wish it was something manly. But I think all I managed was something about 'That's my wife!' They'd both jumped up like cats. Mei grasping a bedsheet over her naked body. Her expression shock-- that she'd gotten caught. And the man she was with... He was surprised, but only for a moment. Then he smiled. I'll never forget that smile. He wasn't afraid of me. Not for a second. I swung hard at him... as hard as I could."

Jake was on the edge of his seat. "And?"

June blushed. "He side stepped me. My punch missed completely. I tripped over their clothes and went sprawling to the floor. I could hear my wife... my own wife, yelling for me to stop. I could hear this man, Darren, laughing at my clumsiness. I got to my feet and came at him again. He was trying to warn me... to tell me in his own cocky way that I didn't want to fight him... that it wouldn't end well for me.

"I didn't listen. I screamed at him and charged again. This time my punches landed. I was hitting him in the stomach again and again. I was screaming so hard, I was actually crying."

Jake waited, feeling both proud of June and heartbroken for him.

Finally June said, "I never thought of myself as a weak man before. Small, sure. But I thought if I ever needed to, I could throw a punch, at least. Well, it turns out that I can't even do that. I felt like I was hitting the ground. And for all the good I was doing, I may as well have been trying to hurt the Earth by punching it. The guy had no reaction whatsoever. He took punch after punch to the gut without even flinching. The next thing I knew, and I was being thrown the floor, tackled and beaten. I remember him punching my face hard enough to see stars. I remember him hitting me again and again in the stomach, in front of my own wife. I couldn't breathe. I stopped trying to fight after a while. I wasn't going to win, and I just wanted the pain to stop. I curled up in a ball on the floor like the spineless worm that I am."

"June, you're not a sp--" Jake started to say.

"Yes I am!" June snapped in frustration. "I couldn't even stand up to the man who stole my own wife on my own vacation. I just laid there on the floor, gasping for breath. I had just gotten my ass kicked, in front of Mei, by a man who was completely naked. And when I looked up at him, his... his penis was hard as ever. I could still see Mei's... you know... her wetness on it."

June swallowed, uncomfortable to be chasing this line of thought, but he needed to get this off his chest. To explain everything to Jake, about his humiliation. Jake wasn't sure why, but he listened, as uncomfortable as it may be.

"I am not a big man... down there," June said and blushed. "This man... he was huge. I didn't even know a dick could be so big. And to think that he was putting that in my wife. I broke down, and started to cry. That was when the man leaned down, pulled me by the hair until I was sitting upright. He spat on me, and told me to mind my place. That I didn't know who he was dealing with. That I didn't know who he worked for."

"Cartel?" Jake asked at once.

June nodded. "He told me that I needed to leave, to go home, or he would make me disappear. I don't know why, but I asked him what about Mei. He just grinned, and said that it was up to her, but he doubted I'd have company for my flight. Then he stood and Mei came around the bed to him, still covering herself with a sheet, but looking much less afraid now, and more angry... angry with me for having interrupted them. But there was something odd in the whole gesture. She was staring up at him... her eyes were starry. You'd swear he just punched out the school bully, and he was the hero, the way she was looking at him. I know what it is. I had psychology classes in school. She saw one man dominate another man, and it was sexual arousal."

"Oh June, that's horrible, but are you sure that's what you saw--" Jake asked.

"That's what I saw, because that's what they did."

"You're kidding."

"Right in front of me. I guess they really wanted to drive the point home that Mei had picked a new mate. Because they made me watch them together."

Jake was speechless.

"Darren was standing over me... I felt like if I so much as moved, another beating was coming my way. And I was too weak to do anything anyway. I just sat there as Mei swooned. She was running her hand up and down his abs, asking Darren if I'd hurt him. Imagine that. She was worried that *I* hurt *him*. Look at me! Then her hand wandered down to his full uncovered erection. And she started to stroke it. It was like she couldn't keep her hands off of it. Darren grinned cruelly down at me, then pulled her into him, and they started to kiss. I felt sick. It seemed to go on forever. Mei pulled that cock against her, and she was rubbing her body against it, her hips, her stomach.

"When they stopped kissing, they told me everything. About how they'd met during their massage and instantly had chemistry. How they'd danced. How, once Andre and Callie went home for the night, they'd hooked up, and couldn't stop hooking up. They told me that they had something special between them. And that I needed to see it, and accept it.

"They made love in front of me. Darren told me to sit right there and to not move an inch. I'm not sure why I did... why I accepted such a cruel demand. But I did it. I had no idea Mei was like that. She always told me she wasn't that into sex. But I guess she meant sex with *me*. They moved over to the bed. Darren laid down, and he called all the shots. I've never seen Mei so submissive to any man. But you'd swear this guy had some power over her. She knelt between his legs and she sucked his penis. Not just sucked... but she kissed it, rubbed it, ran her tongue up and down it. She played with his balls, and she used her hands in ways that I never thought she could. It was like she was worshipping his cock. Like it was the only thing in the world that mattered. That's certainly how she was acting, anyway.

"Darren wasn't content with just that. He told Mei to look at me while she sucked him. He asked her questions while she played with him... mean questions."

Jake licked his lips. "W-what kind of questions?"

"About my size compared to Darren. I know I'm not big, but Mei never tried to hurt my feelings... until this morning. She was looking right at me, another man's cock in her hands, and she was telling me that my penis was tiny. That it was no good. That she had no interest in ever seeing it or touching it again. She told me she was going to stay with Darren. That he was her man now, and she preferred it that way. She'd only known him for a few days, if not hours! Their relationship was based completely on sex, but she was basically telling me that that was enough for her to completely throw me away. I felt so worthless and rejected.

"When they finally fucked, that was the worst. Because once they got started, it's like I wasn't even in the room. It's like I didn't even exist at all. I watched my wife... my Mei... you remember-- 'May and June, haha, how cute'. My Mei was now in Darren's lap, putting his penis into her body. She was moving and swaying, wiggling her hips, and doing everything in her power to keep this man's attention solely on her. It was like a mating dance she was doing with her body.

"She rode him. I'm not sure for how long. It felt like hours. But she was on top, while Darren ran his hands all over her body. There wasn't a single inch of her skin that she wasn't willing to share with him. And what had he done to earn any of it? Just being good looking? Just being taller or bigger or more exotic? That's not earning anything, but she felt otherwise. They fucked, they kissed. She looked so small and light and delicate, but that's not how he treated her. And that's not how she behaved. He threw her body around on his lap, any way that he wanted. He slapped her-- not just her butt, but her breasts, and sometimes her face. He called her a whore. A slut. A fuck toy. A cock sleeve. All sorts of terrible things. And do you know how she repaid him for all of that?"

Jake merely shook his head.

"She moaned louder than I've ever heard her moan. She worked her body harder than she ever had for me. She squealed with joy and pleasure. She actually liked being treated this way by this despicable man! She climaxed. I know she did because I saw her do it. I didn't even think it was possible for women to... to squirt. I thought it was a myth. But she did. Again and again. It was nothing like she had with me... if she'd ever cum with me at all."

June hung his head and reflected for a moment. "They changed positions a lot. It was like they couldn't just be satisfied in one spot, in one way for too long. They did it on all fours like animals. He put her up against wall. He carried her around like she weighed nothing, and he bounced her on his dick. I think missionary was the most painful to watch. You wouldn't think so, but it's the most intimate. He was so much bigger than her, that she almost completely disappeared beneath him. I could only see her arms around his neck, and her face nuzzling his. I think they were kissing the whole time. Otherwise, all I could see was the steady way his smooth dark butt went up and down as he violated my wife."

There was a pause, and when June swallowed, his throat clicked. "When it was all over, Darren had put himself deep into Mei. I didn't see him cum, but I knew that he had. And Mei... she welcomed it with a sound like a sigh of pleasure. Darren climbed off of her, clearly pleased with himself. Mei lay there, sex drunk and satisfied. She looked so relaxed and tired. Darren grabbed me by the hair and hauled me to my feet. He shoved my face between my wife's spread legs. For a second, I was terrified he'd push my face into her pussy that she'd just violated. But he stopped me just inches from her. Her vagina was a mess. He must have really opened her up. And his semen was everywhere-- all over her inner thighs, staining the sheets, and running from her folds. He snarled in my ear. 'Does this look like she's still yours, little bitch?' I shook my head in shame. 'Glad we resolved that. Now get your bitch ass out of my country, and never come back.' He told me, before dragging me to the door of the hut. I caught my wife's eyes one last time. She was looking at me. I don't know what she was thinking. Her face had no emotion toward me one way or another. Not shame, or apology, not pleasure, or satisfaction, or regret, or even delight that she was making the right decision. I may as well have been a bug. I guess I know now what it meant-- she'd made her choice. And it wasn't me, and she was fine with that."



When June concluded his story, Jake was completely speechless. The hotel room was deadly silent. Jake's own heart had broken. His anxiety was at fever pitch. He hadn't known June for long, but he knew him as a sweet, kind, gentle man, who didn't deserve what happened to him. There truly was no justice in this world.

"Thank you for listening and being a good friend. I have to go now and catch my flight," June said. "I don't really care about my life or the threat. I want to die anyway. I can't stay because my heart can't take anymore pain. I want to forget it all... Mei, my marriage, all the times in the past years I thought we were happy. I wish that would just go away. But I need to get away from here. I don't want to risk seeing any more, be humiliated any more. I'm telling you this because I'm afraid, Jake. I'm afraid for you. Be very careful while you're down here. These people aren't what they seem."

***

Callie's feet plodded over the soft earth and splashed through a puddle. Muddy water trickled down her bare calves, but the coldness was pleasant and welcome in the jungle humidity.

Her thumbs were hooked through the straps of her backpack, up by her shoulders. A pleasant trickle of sweat ran down hear neck and tickled between her breasts. The feeling made her shiver slightly with excitement. She was following Andre at a pleasant strolling pace.

For once, he walked in front of her, instead of with his arm at her waist. He seemed confident that she would follow-- and he'd be right about that. The jungle here was vastly different than the forest areas of Indiana.

Here, everything felt lush and alive. The trees were all full and vivid. They towered far overhead, creating a cathedral-like canopy. The light that filtered to the ground was tinted green. Insects buzzed, birds sang. She even spotted a few snakes, and through the ground vegetation, the movement of bigger creatures that she couldn't quite make out. She wasn't scared though. It was all too beautiful to be scary.

The path that Andre took her on wound its way through the jungle, across muddy paths, and over plank-walkways. There were even a few unsteady bridges that crossed fast moving streams. He'd deliberately selected this trail because it was relatively flat, scenic, and ended in a waterfall and natural spring.

For the entire walk, Callie found herself trying to think of a way to broach the topic she'd initially come here for. Hell, staring at Andre's broad back in the morning heat, she found it a little hard to remember what her initial goal *had* been. He was wearing a black wife beater tank top that only seemed a few shades darker than his chocolate colored skin. The ankles of his khaki pants were caked in mud, but he didn't seem to mind. He looked like a jungle commando... like a black Indiana Jones or something.

She was stalling, and she wasn't sure why. Maybe she liked the attention from a hot stranger, and ending it meant ending her own selfish excitement. Or maybe there was something more...

In the path ahead, Andre climbed over a fallen tree trunk that blocked the way. He moved easily. He stopped and helped Callie over. One strong hand on hers, another around her waist. She straddled it and slid across, and as she did, she was fully aware of how wet she was between her legs. It seemed to be a common problem when he was around.

When she was over, Andre grazed her knuckles with his huge hand. She was amazed at how her hand disappeared completely in his palm. Although... that shouldn't surprise her. There were lots of things that Andre possessed that were bigger than average.

"Do you need a rest?" Andre asked on the other side of the log, reading the look on Callie's face.

Callie nodded her head quickly, hoping to find her voice. It was taking her longer than she thought. If anything, as the two stood along the secluded forest path, the pounding of Callie's heart only seemed to speed up. Her breath was fast and nervous-- her chest rising and falling, her tits already straining the fabric of her tight constricting shirt. She was flustered and she knew why.

Out here in the jungle was like another world. She was completely alone... with Andre. There was nobody around. Jake thought that she was out for a walk, always trusting and unsuspecting. And on a trail like this... there were no other tourists. How easy it would be for Andre to give in to his primal urges and just grab her and take her. Those big hands shredding her clothes, bending her into any position he desired, and using that huge black cock on her in any way imaginable.

Callie's nipples had grown hard at the thought. They were pressing through the thin cotton of her shirt.

Andre gave her a glance, looking over her body, wandering down to her boobs, and she felt that same excited tremor roll through her body. But then he looked away, seeming distracted by the subdued quiet of the jungle.

Callie bit her lip, and then managed to find her voice. It was soft... nervous. "Andre... I wanted to talk to you about last night."

He didn't answer, or make a showing of actually hearing her. His eyes were looking around at the trees.

"W-what we did... it was so fun... and so bad..." she trailed off. The memory of Andre's massive throbbing cock was burned into her mind. He'd been so huge... so ready. He had pushed to her touch, ejaculated to her body. He'd cum what seemed like gallons-- all meant for her, and instead, it ended up on her and the floor, like a failed offering.

Callie snapped herself out of it. "But w-we shouldn't do that again." She sort of regretted uttering the words. She reached her hand out and touched one of Andre's huge biceps, running her fingers over the hard packed muscles and seeing the difference in skin tones... almost night and day. "It's not that I don't want to... believe me... I want to really *really* badly." She stressed, but then brought herself around again. "But I'm here with my husband and I should really honor my vows--"

Andre suddenly shot a hand out, lightning quick and threw it around her mouth, silencing her instantly.

Her first thought was "Oh my god, this is it. He's going to take me by force, the way I always imagined." And she was astonished to realize that she was ready for it.

Instead he yanked her off of the log. A moment later, a flash of fur lunged from the jungle. Callie had the sense of tans and dark spots. Then it was rushing at them, and a god-awful roar shattered the still peace of the jungle.

Andre nearly threw Callie to the side, and as she went sprawling, she saw the animal. A cat... immense and powerful. Far less cute and far more terrifying than on the documentaries. It lunged at Andre, but he ducked and rolled. It sailed easily over his head, landed lightly and rounded on them once again.

Andre came back to his feet, just as lightly. His shirt torn, but he was no worse for wear. But then the jaguar's sharp eyes settled on Callie, still sprawled on her butt. Her heart was pounding, and she scrambled backward, her sneakers skidding in the mud.

The jaguar took two slow steps towards her, and she could see the heavy muscles rolling beneath its coat of fur. It was growling, a deep rumble like thunder in its core. Callie was aware that she was also making noises. Bleating pathetically like a frightened sheep, with each breath that she took.

Then the jaguar lunged, and the cat turned into a blur. Callie was positive it was going right for her face. Then a huge dark shadow dove in from the side. Andre nearly tackled the creature, throwing himself into it in mid pounce, and knocking it aside.

They rolled together through the mud in a scuffle of limbs. Then the jaguar was up, snarling and clawing at Andre. He and Callie were both scrambling backward. The jaguar charged, and this time, the sound of thunder cracked across the sky in a deafening pop.

Not thunder.

The jaguar vanished into the trees in an instant. When Callie looked to Andre, she saw his pistol raised above his head. He'd fired a shot into the air and the sound had frightened off the jungle predator.

Callie lay on her butt, gaping at the trees. The shock of what just happened still fresh on her mind. She had almost died! Her chest rose and fell in deep gasping breaths. Her shirt had ridden up to expose her bare tummy.

Andre climbed to his feet and casually slipped the gun back into his holster. His expression was stone, but his eyes were blazing with intensity. A dark hulking giant.

If Callie hadn't been attracted to him before, now she was completely out of her mind with lust. Her husband, back at the hotel, was just a fuzzy memory.

Andre didn't say a word as he helped her to her feet-- no, *lifted* was more like it. He scooped her up with ease, and Callie couldn't stop herself. She wanted him desperately and it was never more apparent than when she leapt at him, threw her arms around him and pulled his head into hers.

This time, she was the one forcing her tongue into his mouth. Her heart was thundering as she wrapped her legs around his waist. There was nothing subtle about the way she grinded her body against his-- it was almost desperate to join with his. She was trying to recreate that public display on the dance floor. Only this time, there was no crowd of onlookers to hold them back.

Andre planted her butt right on the fallen log, grabbed her by the hips and forced his crotch against hers. His bulge was already swelling and Callie bucked her hips to feel more. The denim of her capris was in the way, and without a second thought about her marriage, her husband, or her life back home, she grabbed at her pants, hurriedly unsnapping them and undoing the zipper. All the while she didn't break away from Andre's mouth. Her face upturned to taste his lips and tongue.

This was wrong. She knew it, but any protest from her heart or conscience was non-existent. Which was why she didn't give a second thought when she grabbed Andre's big hands and brought them to her chest. "Grab them," Callie gasped around Andre's forceful mouth. "Grab my big white titties," she moaned out the words, making herself wet as she said them. It was going to happen. She was going to give herself to this big, impossibly hung black man, on her own honeymoon. She felt like such a slut, but maybe that wasn't a bad thing...

Andre's hands had free roam of her chest, and it wasn't long before her shirt was pulled up, resting below her chin, and her bra was yanked down, freeing her double D's to the open air of the jungle. By the time Callie had managed to wiggle out of her pants, Andre was bent over, his lips wrapped around her hard pink nipples. He was sucking them, roughly. One pulling hard into his mouth, the other breast being cupped and groped by his enormous paw. His movements were hardly gentle. There was a roughness... even in the way he used his mouth on her that felt assertive. Like he was the beast and she was offering herself as the sacrifice.

Andre sucked hungrily and Callie was the one reaching for Andre's belt. "Suck them," Callie moaned and panted, holding Andre's head in her chest. "Suck these titties," she grunted, wiggling in one single minded craving for his body. She mashed her tits back and forth into her face, in a gesture she'd never done for Jake.

It was a struggle to get his zipper even undone, but when she did, Andre stood up and glared sharply at her. His eyes burning with the same intensity, and for a moment, she was worried that he was about to put a stop to all of this-- to reject her for some reason.

"You want to get fucked, white girl?" Andre asked, stripping off his shirt, and undoing his belt and pants completely.

Callie swallowed, struggling to find her voice to the very direct question he was asking her. Finally she was able to blurt out a guilty and desperate "Yes."

Andre slid his pants off and discarded them on the log. His cock was immense, swinging between his legs. He was so thick and long, that even fully erect, his cock hung down. Not even close to Jake's which stood up like a dog begging for attention. Andre strode toward her, and Callie knew that she was Andre's to do with whatever he wanted. He picked up his cock and slapped it on her bare white thighs, letting her feel the powerful weight and the eager warmth of his desire.

"Then no more fucking around," he said rather sternly. "I don't care about your little white boy husband, or your little white girl life back in the United States. You're here now, and if you want it, then you need to know who you're really here with."

He pushed her legs apart with her hands and Callie felt herself tremble with excitement.

He ran his hands over her damp pink lips and teased her clit with his finger. Callie's hips were already moving, wiggling, eager for more. "Y-you?" She said softly.

"Not good enough," Andre said in a stern tone, like a teacher correcting bad behavior. Then he lifted his cock from her leg and moved it up until the huge head came to rest against her folds. She could almost imagine how it might feel if his cock were to unleash one of his monster loads on her right now. His cum might gush so hard, it would reach her womb without even having to penetrate her. "Whose cock is this pussy for?"

His words were blunt and crude, hell bent on driving the point home. But to her surprise, Callie's words were equally blunt. "Your cock," she said, the desperate lust clear in her voice. "It's all yours. It's for your big black cock," the words tasted foreign and delicious as they rolled off her tongue.

"Good little white girl," Andre said, and then he began to push his bare, unprotected cock into her body. Callie didn't even care that he was using no types of protection. It was going to happen now, and the consequences may or may not come later. She didn't care. She was too caught up in watching the bulbous head of his swollen staff disappear into her body. She was officially cheating on her husband, and to her shock, she didn't care. Perhaps later she would, but at the moment, all she could think of was her own selfish desires.

It hurt at first. Her body not used to something so large and masculine. She thought of Jake's cock and the way it often popped out of her in mid sex. Andre's wouldn't. She was sure that everything that cock did with her would be deliberate.

He eased himself deeper. Callie staring down between her legs, shocked at what her own body was capable of. She was aware that her voice was coming out as one long squeak-- nervous and whimpering, in pain but also pleasure, all surrounded in lust... so much lust.

Andre reached up to her chest, his hand cupping one of her tits and he began to squeeze at her body while his erection sank deeper.

Callie had to catch her breath. "Oh my god," she moaned softly. "You're so huge." She ran her hand up over his abs, feeling the smooth sweaty skin, as she peered up at the man who was taking her.

Andre began to thrust his hips in and out. Fucking her slowly with just the first half of his cock. Callie had to grab the log to brace herself. Andre was already going deeper than any man had. She rarely cursed, but all she could do was hang on and prattle off word after word. "Holy shit. Holy fuck. Oh fuck. Oh my fucking god. You're like a horse. God... fuck me..."

With each thrust, Andre sank deeper. And each time he did, Callie had more and more confidence. She started to thrust back, craving more and more of him. She could feel her pussy gripping him tightly. She already suspected her body would never be the same, but she didn't care about that either.

Andre held her hips and pulled her into his thrusts again and again. His muscles flexed and his hips drove him into her. There was a rhythm that Jake never had. Just like last night on the dance floor, it was steady, tribal, and he put his whole body into each movement.

As he slipped deeper and deeper, Callie felt his big heavy balls slapping the backs of her thighs.

"Yes... oh god... yes baby," Callie was grunting. Her body was feeling things it never had before. She had no idea sex could be this powerful and amazing. She was seeing stars already. Her body tingling. Her boobs jiggled in the open air as Andre fucked her.

Then in one long and powerful thrust, Andre sank his entire length into her. Callie leaned her head back and nearly screamed-- something she never did during sex before. She could feel his tool deep inside.

Andre began to withdraw and suddenly Callie's whole body convulsed. She couldn't believe it was happening so soon. No, this wasn't possible. She'd never cum this fast with Jake before. She threw her legs around Andre's waist, halting his withdrawal and she cried out.

"Ohhhhh fuckkkkk," she had to bite her lip. Her cries turned into high pitched squeals of delight as her body released wave after wave of pleasure.

When her orgasm finally subsided, she emerged from it bewildered, her eyes staring up at the man who was taking her in stunned disbelief.

"More," she found herself begging, pushing her body into him. Her tits wobbled and her butt jiggled. Andre grabbed her and pulled her into his powerful arms.

Callie let out a yelp as she felt herself being lifted off the log and bounced on Andre's cock. She couldn't believe it. Jake had tried this position many times, and clumsily failed.

Andre was holding her up as though she weighed nothing. She was helpless to do anything but throw her arms around his neck, hold on, and enjoy the pleasure as he didn't just fuck her, but was utterly impaling her on his shaft.

She caressed his face, feeling very high off the ground as he lifted her and bounced her. Their moans echoed up and down the jungle path. Andre kept his grip on her ass, and sank his shaft into her wetness again and again, sending waves of pleasure coursing through her body.

They were just out in the open, and neither one of them cared. Callie least of all. Her normal self-conscious concerns lost to her. As she moaned, she couldn't resist asking, "W-what if someone comes by and sees us?" She groaned.

"I won't stop," Andre snarled, all of his focus on using her married body for his own pleasure.

The remark alone was enough spiral Callie into another powerful orgasm that made her squeeze his muscled body between her smooth thighs.

As she climaxed, and screamed and whimpered and moaned, she imagined how they must look, should a stranger happen across them on the trail. Andre-- a towering chiseled man of near black muscles-- his horse like erection planted firmly in the soft pink womb of a married white blonde woman, her curves bouncing wildly from their animalistic movement. They weren't just having sex. He was *taking* her. He was establishing himself as her new mate in her life. And unless someone bigger and more powerful came along, he was the one. Give his already impressive size, a challenger was unlikely. She was certain if someone should happen along, Andre would make that person leave immediately, and that thrill turned her on even more.

Callie was moaning in joy, giving herself over to this conqueror. She hadn't even shed her backpack. It was still around her shoulders, her shirt resting above her boobs, her bra cups below. They were jiggling crazily.

In Callie's mind, they looked like two animals. Andre the jungle man, and Callie, the helpless innocent explorer... turned groupie slut to the native wildman.

She knew the thought was vulgar, but the word slut came to her mind again and again. And she didn't shy away from it. She was cheating on her husband. Not only was she cheating, but it was *good*. It was amazing. The best, most intense, most exciting sex that she ever had. It wasn't just about Andre's size and body. It was that deep seated guilty knowledge that she was on her honeymoon, having sex with another man. The thrill was something she never thought she'd have from doing something so despicable. She was a slut... and she was turned on by that self-belittling term.



Andre was nearly throwing her up and down on his cock by now. His hands coming off of her ass with each bounce, giving them a slap each time he caught her. His cock was sinking so deep, she didn't think she'd ever be able to feel her husband again at this rate.

"Fuck me, Andre!" She was crying out, throwing her head back and wailing to the sky. "Fuck my white pussy!"

"Yeah? You gonna give me this pussy whenever I want it?" He snarled in his commanding voice.

"Whenever you want," Callie echoed, her brain rendered mindless by pleasure. "Whenever you want it, it's yours."

"Even if your little bitch ass white boy husband wants it, instead?" Andre grunted, slapping her ass in between his deep hard thrusts.

Callie didn't know what to say. The sudden mention of her husband brought new feelings into the fold-- guilt, shame, embarrassment... but also a resentment toward Jake's body that she didn't know she had. She blushed, but stayed quiet.

Andre didn't. "Say it!" He barked and slapped her ass so hard that it stung. Callie yelped, but as Andre speared her again with his rod, her pussy was growing wetter. It was like her fantasy that she'd confided to Mei-- of being dominated, pushed around, taken...

"Even if Jake wants me. I'll fuck you instead," she groaned out loud.

"Does white boy have a little white boy dick?" Andre grunted, confident that his insults wouldn't halt Callie's uncontrolled sexual lust.

"He's small," Callie said, intending to add 'compared to you', but cut her words off sooner than she intended. She hadn't meant to insult Jake, but now that she had, she felt a small guilty thrill compound with the rest of the thrills that were guiding her frenzy fucking.

"And you like big black cock, huh?" Andre said, giving her one long final bounce, making Callie yelp at the feeling of his cock sinking so deep into her that she thought she might scream.

"I do," she cried out. "I like big black cock."

Andre set her down, turned her around and bent her forward over the log that blocked the path. Callie braced, thrusting her ass out. She peered back at him. Her expression one of eager anticipation, and shocked excitement.

"Mmmm..." Andre said, appraising her body with that cool dangerous expression of his. "I know you got yourself some big ol' titties, but look at this nice big donkey ass," Andre gave her round ass a slap. He palmed one of her cheeks and shook it until it jiggled.

Callie shut her eyes, her cheeks reddened, but hearing Andre so crudely talk about her body called forth all those confused memories from college-- the thugs on the porch objectifying her, coming up with all sorts of colorful and humiliating ways to describe her body.

Without realizing she was doing it, Callie was spreading her legs wide and leaning far forward over the log. She was swaying her hips, enticing Andre. "Mount me," she said in a shaky, uncertain voice.

"What'd you say, white girl?" Andre continued to jiggle her ass, then gave it a degrading slap. The sound went off like a gunshot in the forest, and Callie cried out, seeing stars.

"Mount me," Callie repeated, her voice louder, but no less desperate. "Like an animal. Fuck me... please."

"You wouldn't rather go home and mate with your husband?" Andre asked, his voice low and taunting.

Callie found herself shaking her head. "No. If I wanted to do that, I'd be there with him. I want you... please do it... fuck me."

Andre moved in behind her, took hold of her hips, and returned the head of his cock to her pussy. He sank into her once again. It was easier now that she was loosened up. Regardless, her eyes still widened as she felt inch after impossible inch slide so deep.

"Fuck, I don't think I'll ever get used to how big you are," she moaned, clinging to the log for her life. When Andre was completely inside of her, she sighed and relaxed. "Or how good you feel," she moaned and this time, Andre barely moved while Callie started to move forward and back, fucking herself on Andre's manhood.

It wasn't long before her movements matched the excited pounding of heart. She started to throw herself back against him. Her butt scooting up and down as her pussy swallowed his entire cock. Andre's hands on her hips helped to pull her aggressively back into him, and he slammed his hips forward each time that they met.

His hard muscles noisily smacked against her jiggling heart-shaped ass. His balls swung, heavy with the load that they were mixing up. She felt those hard heavy coconuts smacking into her body.

Callie stared forward into the jungle. The path ahead was empty, but Callie was certain that if someone appeared, she absolutely would not stop. Even if it was her own husband, she didn't think she'd be able to. And she was pretty sure Jake would be powerless to stop any of this. Andre was like a moving freight train. The only thing that could stop him was him.

She swallowed, letting herself be swept away in the carnal acts she was committing with the strange and powerful man. Her tits swayed as Andre took her. She wanted him to touch her there... everywhere for that matter. She wanted to feel him groping her 'big white titties', but the way he had her by the hips... it was so domineering. She wasn't going anywhere and he was letting her know that until he was satisfied, she belonged to him.

She looked again to the path ahead, and imagined Jake had stumbled across them, and was staring at her with confused, sad, horrified eyes. What would she say to him?

Andre's pace was picking up, and his cock gliding in and out of her was pushing her closer and closer to yet another orgasm. How many did that make now? How many times had he made her cum on this trip? She didn't know, but it had to be more than Jake had, and this was the first time Callie had Andre's cock in her.

She stared back at the imaginary broken hearted face of Jake. "Just keep fucking me, Andre. Don't worry about my husband. Fuck me, fuck me. I'm yours." That was what she would say.

Spurred on by her words, Andre was practically yanking her backward in a jackhammer pounding that she'd never had before. Her hair fell across her eyes, obscuring her vision. Her boobs smacked together in rapid succession.

"Yee- esss-ssss," she could hardly form the word. Her breath was coming too fast. Andre was pounding her like an utter animal. In her head, she could hear the tribal drums from last night as they were dancing. The rhythmic booming in her head, the chorus to her mating ritual.

Callie was squealing, her normally soft voice squawking like a bird. She looked and sounded like a woman possessed. Andre's hands moved up to her shoulders. He leaned back slightly and drove his cock deep into her. A complete animal in bed, in the jungle, in every regard. Callie wasn't just fucking the biggest cock she'd ever seen, she was fucking the most dangerous animal in this jungle. And she was his mate.

"Fuck me!" She screamed in mindless repetition. "Fuck me! Fuck me! Ohhh god, fuck me Andre. Own me," she cried out.

Andre was snarling, his lips peeled back. Words were coming from his mouth. A tirade of equally mindless lust fueled slurs. "Big tittied white slut. Married cheating white hoe. I'm gonna fuck you until you forget your husband. He ain't your husband. Out here, I'm your husband."

"Yes, yes you are!" She screamed out. "You're king of this jungle and I'm your bride." Callie had to shut her eyes to keep from going blind from pleasure as the next orgasm was the most powerful one yet. She gripped the branch and leaned forward, squealing. She could feel the eruption begin, just as it had last night. The juicy wet gush from between her legs.

She was certain Andre would stop as she climaxed on him, drenching his cock and balls. But instead, he kept going. His speed increasing as he fucked her through the orgasm.

Callie's knees knocked together. Her whole body trembling as the orgasm went on and on. Her juices ran hotly down between her thighs, and just when she thought the pleasure was abating, it happened again. And again after that. Andre had given her a multiple orgasm, and his cock still pounded her. For a horrifying moment, she thought she might never stop coming-- that Andre would give her orgasm after orgasm for the rest of her life.

But even a machine like Andre couldn't last forever. His pace began to slow. "Oh white girl," he gasped for breath. Sweat pouring down his body. Callie was caked in sweat too. Her body shaking. She wasn't even sure where she was anymore. She felt like her brains had been literally fucked out of her.

Callie peered over her shoulder at Andre, not believing what she was about to say to him. But the moment she saw that sweaty, grunting man full of muscles, with his lips peeled back with immense concentration, she couldn't stop herself from saying it.

"You can cum inside me if you want," her voice a husky moan.

Andre was still grunting as his momentum slowed. He ran his hand along the curves of her ass. "In due time, baby," he said confidently. "But not here."

He withdrew his cock from her body. For a second, Callie thought he was done. That he wouldn't have his orgasm. But instead, he pulled her upright, spun her around, and put his hands on her shoulders.

Callie glanced up at him, her eyes timid and large, but there was also something unrestrained-- her sexual urges. She was so revved up, that Andre could have suggested anything, and she'd do it.

He pushed her to her knees in front of him, and this time there was no reluctance. She went willingly until she came face to face with his huge black python.

"Look at the mess you made on this black dick," Andre said, wagging his cock from side to side in front of her face.

"I'm sorry," Callie responded in a weak, subservient tone of voice. She reached out her shaking trembling hands in reverence, and grasped his cock with one hand, and the other came from below, cradling his big heavy balls. They were immense, ready to unleash his seed.

Both his cock and balls were coated, dripping in her juices, illustrating just how excited she'd been to fuck him.

Then she glanced up at Andre one last time, tilted his cock up toward her face, and parted her lips. She wasn't sure, but she was going to find a way to suck him. She always enjoyed sucking Jake's cock. She'd found it empowering, the way he would moan in response to the movements of her mouth.

Andre stared down at her expectantly waiting for her to clean him up, the way she always serviced him, after she'd coaxed an orgasm from him. She planted her lips softly around the bulbous tip and began to tenderly suck. She wiggled her tongue across his skin, tasting him. Her own scent marked the man's shaft, but there was also the salty precum flavor of his musk.

Then she widened her mouth and did her best to stuff the head of it into her mouth. One she got the hang of it, it was much less intimidating, but Andre really was a giant. He slid past the pint on her tongue where she'd start to gag, and still there was so much cock. She powered through her gags.

There was more than enough to feed herself. The size was overwhelming, but so was the powerful instinctive urge to please Andre. To earn the approval of the most dangerous man in this jungle. She cradled his balls, she worked her tongue, and stroked his shaft back and forth, meeting her lips with her fist.

She couldn't believe how big he was in her hands, in her mouth. The feeling, alone, made her wet and swooning.

"Lick these balls, baby... they've been hard at work, the minute they saw that white married body at the airport," Andre insisted.

Callie blushed, tilted her face up to Andre's undercarriage, and began to plant hot sloppy kisses on his big heavy nuts. "You mean, ever since you saw my big white titties?" She said around a mouthful of his baby-maker.

"Ever since I saw this hot white girl, and the little white bitch boy who had his arm around her," Andre said.

Callie knew that insult should hurt her, that she should be hurt on behalf of her own husband. But she couldn't be... because Andre's words excited her in ways that were completely taboo... reprehensible. But instead of growing upset, her movements became more desperate to please. She lapped Andre's balls with her tongue. She stroked his cock feverishly. She ran her tongue up along his shaft until she returned it to the head.

"Am I doing good?" She asked as she sucked.

"You're doing alright, for your first time," Andre admitted. "But you'll get better in time," he promised. Callie all too aware at what he was implying. This wouldn't be their last time. As much as she told herself that it would be, that they had just gotten caught up in the moment-- to not feel so bad about cheating-- she hoped that it wouldn't be the only time. This confirmed it.

Finally Andre batted Callie's hand from his shaft. He pulled his dick from her mouth and began to pump it in long steady strokes as she knelt in front of him. "You know what?" He asked. "I think you need to be reminded of who you're really here with. Hold still while I mark you."

Callie knelt in one place, staring down the barrel of Andre's gifted reproductive organ. His hand stroked up and down, growing more urgent by the second. Any moment, it would go off and completely cover her. As exciting as that was, she couldn't help feeling a little defeated that she hadn't brought this god to orgasm the way she had before.

Regardless, she knelt obediently and let him stroke his member while admiring her body. She opened her mouth. She cupped her boobs, holding them out to him like an offering. She swayed her body. She ran one hand down her belly to between her thighs, and she softly played with her clit.

"That's right, white girl. You know your place," Andre moaned, grasping his dick and rubbing it. His big powerful fist, a blur.

He shut his eyes, and started to grunt. Callie couldn't stop herself. She knew it was coming when Andre's hand momentarily froze. She used this moment to seize his cock, and press her lips tenderly around the head, giving it a warm passionate kiss. Then she leaned back and welcomed what was to come.

Andre didn't mark her with his semen, so much as hose her down in it. The first rope hit her squarely in the neck, splashing up to her cheeks, and running down her tits in a white glaze. She would have to wash this shirt and bra before she could return to Jake.

The rest of his load unleashed quickly. It was bigger than she remembered. It landed on her belly, on her thighs. Andre aimed the last of it on her face, where he made sure to squeeze the last of it from his length of shaft and onto her upturned features.

"Fuck yeah, baby," Andre moaned in satisfaction. When he was done, he retrieved his clothes, while Callie stared down at the mess Andre had left on her body. Marked, he's said 'marked'. That meant she was his territory. Callie wondered how she would ever get this mess off of her so Jake didn't discover, even as she retrieved her clothes.

When they were done, they dressed. Andre guided Callie to the end of the hike. A beautiful waterfall cascading into a peaceful lake. The steep surrounding walls of the rock face gave the whole scene the feel of an isolated oasis. There were flat rocks down by the water's edge.

It was there that she and Andre enjoyed sex for the second time. There was no resisting it. It was bound to happen. Andre lay on his back, his hands tucked behind his head as Callie knelt on all fours, servicing his black cock. Her lips worked fast and tenderly along his shaft, over his balls, planting warm kisses around the base.

When she mounted him, she rode him. She rested her hands on his chest and fucked the way she only wished she could fuck Jake. She rode him for what felt like hours. Andre's intense face staring up at her as she used everything in her power to please this man. The sway of her body, the grip of her pussy, the pitch of her moans. Absolutely everything.

They had both shed their clothes completely. Callie was willing to give Andre free, unrestricted roam of her entire body. And he made the most of her porcelain skin. His hands touched every inch of it, making sure that there wasn't a part of her body that hadn't been touched by black skin. Her tits bounced eagerly when she rode him, and when she started to feel that he was close, she leaned over and pressed her lips to his.

Then she did what she always did with Jake to set him off-- she hovered her full plump chest over his, and grazed his muscles with her nipples. She slid her tits seductively from side to side, teasing them back and forth, up and down over his skin.

And just like she expected, as their tongues rolled together, Andre's cock went off in her body. What she didn't expect was the power behind it. Unlike Jake's cock, that leaked a few drops of seed, Andre's felt like a jet blast of warmth in her body, that sent her into her own excited orgasm. Each burst of cum sent a new geyser into the deepest regions of her womb. Callie was sure she'd go insane from pleasure and scream, if her tongue wasn't busy losing a wrestling match with Andre's.

Callie didn't stop riding until she was sure that she had squeezed every last drop of Andre's seed out of his shaft and into her body. A mess of stickiness had pooled between them, even as her round milky ass went up and down.

When she was done, as always-- the good obedient slut-- she knelt over his lap. Andre laid there, watching her with expectation in his eyes as Callie used her mouth, her tongue, and her hands to clean his limp slumbering anaconda of the mess of cum that had been left behind.

Then Callie laid with him. Their hands roaming and their mouths busy. She wasn't sure all of what they'd done after the second time. The day seemed to be a blur. She remembered a lot of rubbing, a lot of touching and fondling, like they were teens in college. She also remembered a lot of kissing. That was her favorite...

She ignored the nagging feelings of her own betrayal and guilt. She'd deal with that later. And for now, those feelings were very far away.

*** To be continued... ***
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By the time Callie returned to the hotel room, it was almost dark. She was a sweaty mess. The shirt she'd worn for the hike-- the ill-fitting one from her school, decorated with all the signatures of her former students-- was crusted with Andre's spunk (even after her feverish attempts to wash it in the spring next to where they'd made love.

She and Andre had had sex three times during that hike. Once after the jaguar attack, once at the waterfall, and once on the walk back, just before they'd emerged from the trail near the resort. Andre had taken her aside and they'd bucked like crazy against a thick tree trunk, Callie's ass thrust out, her womanhood presented proudly to this new lover. She had no idea where Andre found the stamina... or the testosterone, but each orgasm was as huge as the last. She'd never had anything like it, and she felt rejuvenated... like she'd finally discovered what the parts of her body were really meant for.

She had no idea what she'd say by the time she returned to the room. She was barely sure she wanted to. She was a complete mess of mud, sweat, cum, and guilt. It was written all over her face, in her cheeks, and the rosy glow to her features.

Thankfully, Jake was in such a fog, that he barely noticed when she bee-lined to the bathroom, stripped and hurriedly showered. She could erase all traces of the claim Andre had laid to her body... except for one. She washed her pussy, still in amazement that her body had been able to accommodate a man of his impressive size.

Jake sat at the foot of the bed, thinking hard. His focus was a million miles away, along with his thoughts. The pool was right in front of him, just out the window, but his sight seemed to go on past it and circle the world. He couldn't see anything beyond this morning-- when June had confided the whole terrible incident to him. The poor man's brutal gut-wrenching cuckolding.

June had left hours ago. He was probably still on the return flight home. Jake wondered what June was feeling right now. He'd flown down with his wife, together, in love, with the excited thrill of a vacation spread out before them like a blank canvass. And now, he was returning home alone, wrestling with the disgrace of having not only lost her attraction and love to another man, but knowing that waiting at the end of his flight would be a broken home full of tainted memories. The hell that man must be going through... would continue to go through. How many nights would June lay awake, trying to sleep, but only able to think about his wife, down here relentlessly fucking her new lover?

"Are you alright?" Callie asked. Her voice started Jake. How long had he been sitting there, staring at the pool? He didn't even remember when Callie had come back from her walk.

"Huh?" He blinked. Callie looked uneasy... afraid. Jake realized his blank expression must be truly scaring her. She'd changed into her pajamas-- the less sexy ones. Pink fuzzy pajama pants with kittens on them. She'd picked them out last year at Target because one of the frolicking kittens looked like her barn cat back home. A comfy tank top with the faded logo of her university was pulled over her breasts. She wasn't wearing a bra. Their free jiggle and hard poking nipples were glaringly obvious.

She hesitated to repeat the question. "Is... Is everything alright?"

He thought for a moment before answering. "I don't know. What happened last night?"

The color drained from Callie's face. Her eyes averted, darting from wall to wall as she thought. Finally she asked, "Why?"

"June came over after you left this morning. He-- he caught Mei cheating on him. I guess it was some guy that she'd met last night while you girls were out dancing."

Callie blinked stupidly. For a moment, she looked relieved. But her posture couldn't rest. There was a slight tremble about her. Her eyes were big and alarmed, processing all of this carefully, it seemed to Jake. Finally she said, "What?" As though she couldn't believe it.

"Yeah." Jake shook his head, retelling June's story succinctly. "Mei didn't come home last night after the club. June went looking. He found Mei on the beach with some guy. They were still in the process of hooking up. They got into a fight. And June lost." Jake deliberately left out that they'd had sex right in front of him and forced him to watch. He also wanted to omit the speculation about the cartel. Callie scared easily, and he didn't want to work her up more than this story might already. "I guess... I guess their marriage is over. June left this morning. Mei didn't go with him."

"Oh," Callie said quietly, her hands were nervously fiddling with her fingernails for a moment. "Oh, that's awful," she said with more conviction. She was relieved, but stayed cautiously guarded. Jake didn't notice.

"I mean... did something happen when you girls went dancing?" Jake asked again.

Callie stood there, feeling like the spot lights were on her. It was a feeling of complete panic. She was a terrible liar, and she had reason to be guilty-- she'd just had sex with Andre... multiple times... and it was incredible. But she loved Jake, and had a life with him, a history, an established home. But Andre... wow... everything about him turned her on and made her come alive! She just needed more time to process this, to think! And suddenly now Jake's questioning eyes were on her. His expression was concerned confusion, but to Callie's guilty mind, it was interrogating.

Her first instinct was total panic, to just blurt it all out. That she and Andre had sex. Not only that, but they'd been fooling around behind Jake's back for days, and it excited her, and now that this new world had opened before her, she wasn't sure she wanted to stop. But then the judging eyes of her parents, of her family, of her friends, and their wedding guests entered her brain, and damage control took over. And the thing about damage control-- it's ice cold.

Callie sat down nervously on the bed, still trembling slightly. "I-- I saw her last night, talking to some guy." Yes, true. Not a lie, but not the full truth either. "I honestly just thought it was the booze talking. She's pretty out going and friendly, you know?"

Jake only listened, and Callie felt compelled to continue. But as she spoke she saw the path lay itself out before her-- the story that she needed to tell in order to not incriminate herself, and to avoid Jake's scrutiny. She might have to come clean further down the road, make hard decisions. But that was for later. For now, this was desperate self-preservation and nothing more. Andre was just a physical fling that would end the moment she and Jake got on the plane to go home. Jake was forever. Callie didn't want to ruin either one, when at the moment, she had the best of both worlds.

"At the end of the night, I was feeling pretty trashed, and I was tired. I just wanted to come back and curl up in bed. But Mei was still talking to this guy at the bar, they were dancing, they were... I don't know what they were doing. I guess now, it makes sense. But I was just trying to assume she was having fun and had made a new friend. I stuck around for a while, not wanting to leave without her. But eventually, I just didn't want to be there anymore, and Mei told me it was fine. That she was going to stay for one more drink and then go back to her room too. So I left. I didn't think anything of it." Callie swallowed as she said the story. She knew she was trembling. She knew she was looking guilty... but now, it could be rationalized for a totally different reason-- she felt guilty for leaving Mei in a position where she could cheat. Jake would believe that, because it was plausible.

"That's why you got back so late," Jake said, more to himself, than to her.

Callie didn't trust herself to speak. Her heart was pounding so hard, it felt like it was going to burst out of her chest. A bead of sweat formed at her hairline, she could feel it trickling along. She only managed a pathetic nod.

"I just..." Jake gasped, turning away and shaking his head. The distant stare returned to his expression. "Wow. You think you know people. They seemed so happy."

The color crept back into Callie's cheeks. Her eyes grew haunted as his words echoed in her mind.

"I feel bad," she said. Again, yes that was true. "Like I saw it happening, but I didn't think that's really what was happening. But if I gave it more thought, then maybe I could have prevented it. Stopped her until she was more sober."

Jake accepted this response, and Callie felt simultaneously relieved and guilty. "That's why you've been acting weird."

"Have I been?"

Jake hesitated. "A little. Between the sex this morning, and the walk you went on. And no offense, but you look guilty as hell lately. Like you just witnessed a brutal murder and were sworn to secrecy." He tried to force the humor, and Callie tried to force the chuckle.

"I feel guilty," Callie said. "I thought it was harmless drunken flirting, and it turned out that it wasn't."

Jake sighed. "I don't think any of us saw this coming. Mei probably didn't either." He glanced over at Callie and saw the distant look to her eyes, the worry on her face. He got up, sat behind her, and hugged her, wincing from the sunburn. "It's okay. It's not your fault. Don't take this out on yourself."

Callie nodded quietly. Jake kissed the back of her head and smelled her hair. A fresh inviting smell. "How's the sun burn?" Callie asked finally.

"Still hurts. But I think maybe tomorrow I can manage to go out and do some things if you want."

Callie tensed up slightly at this suggestion. After today, she was beginning to feel like Jake's sunburn had been a blessing. She had free roam to go out and be by herself... well not entirely by herself. She had made plans to go to the beach with Andre tomorrow. He'd promised a secret secluded spot. Now she'd have to change them at the last minute.

"Don't push it, if you think you'll be in pain and misery the whole time," she ventured cautiously.

"No. I can't stay in this room much longer. I need to get out and enjoy my vacation-- take my mind off things. But we'll do that tomorrow. Today, I'm just not feeling it after what June told me."

"I understand."

"So do you want to just order-in and watch some TV?"

"That sounds nice," Callie smiled. She was relieved, but she was uneasy. She needed to stay cautiously guarded.

She needed to keep telling herself that she and Andre had only been a fling. An amazing fling, but a fling no less. Her life was back home, not down here. And the moment that they got on the plane, the fling would end, and they could return to reality. But in the mean time... having fun wasn't so terrible... right?

They skipped the fancy cuisine tonight and opted for comfort food-- grilled cheese, macaroni, and a fudge brownie for dessert. They lay comfortably on the bed afterwards. Jake had made a few playful advances toward Callie, but she had to fend him off. She suspected she'd have to for a while-- until her body went back to normal. Andre had opened her up in ways that she didn't think were possible. "Not tonight," she said. "I'm too tired from my walk and in too much shock to really do much."

Jake left it alone, and they cuddled while watching TV in their room. Callie's head rested on Jake's chest, and her hand on his stomach, listening to the sound of his breathing and the easy patter of his heart. Despite their closeness, Callie couldn't stop thinking about Andre...

***

The next day was like a bad dream had passed. Jake's shoulders and chest were still raw, but nowhere near the pain he'd been enduring. The tragedy of June and Mei still weighed on him, but the initial shock had worn off, and Jake was more interested in having a good time with his wife, instead of dwelling on someone else's anguish.

Jake wanted to get back into his vacation, and decided that he and Callie could maybe find a nice little corner of the beach to spend time-- away from people... and with ample sun screen. Maybe they could go for a swim. And maybe in the evening, go see some touristy attractions before dinner.

Callie seemed initially apprehensive to this idea. Jake assumed she was still thinking about Mei and June. She was more sensitive to the suffering of others like that. But by the time he returned from his shower, he saw that her spirits had lifted considerably. She'd been on her phone.

"Checking Facebook?" Jake asked, the towel around his pale dripping body. When Callie glanced him over, she felt slightly... turned off. She'd never really felt that way about Jake before.

"No," She stammered quickly. "I was just seeing what's up and down the coast. Remember the mangrove swamp?" She asked.

Jake grinned. "You mean the one where we got frisky?"

She didn't look amused. "Yes, that one. Supposedly there's some isolated beaches past it, famous for being very beautiful and very empty."

"Oooh, nude beaches?" Jake asked, and undid his towel, letting it drop to the floor comically. It didn't earn the laugh that he'd hoped for. If anything, Jake sensed that he'd made a mistake the moment he'd done it. Callie's eyes flicked down to his bare penis, then back up to him. There was neither humor, amusement, or lust in her eyes. She wasn't annoyed... but her expression was devoid of any feeling at all. He collected his towel a second later.

That feeling of repulsion at Jake intensified when he'd dropped his towel. Callie had glanced at his limp penis. It didn't hang. It stuck straight out, too swaddled in its pale foreskin to even have the weight needed to hang down. If it wasn't for the mane of curly red hair that surrounded it, Callie would feel dirty-- like she was looking at a child.

"We won't be in the nude," Callie assured Jake.

He returned to the bathroom and resumed drying himself. "So wait a minute. If the beach is advertised, then it's not really a secret, is it? Is it on the website?"

Callie felt a moment of panic. She hadn't learned about it from the website at all. She'd learned about it when she had to panic-cancel her plans with Andre, due to Jake's sudden burst of ambition. "It was a review I read." She said, suddenly nervous Jake would ask more questions.

"So you *were* on Facebook. I knew it!" Jake laughed but didn't press the matter. When he returned from the bathroom, he had thankfully dawned a pair of swim trunks, and a long sleeve shirt meant for surfing and body boarding. It was form hugging and resembled a wetsuit. Jake had probably meant for it to protect him from the sun. When he'd first purchased it, Callie thought it looked sexy and emphasized Jake's manlier features. Now, she thought Jake looked formless and misshapen. He didn't have a body anywhere close to Andre. Gosh, had that man really altered her perspectives that much?

Callie hurried to the bathroom to change, and knew immediately that she wouldn't be wearing her old suits. She wanted one that Andre had picked for her. She went with the white bikini, and took a moment to admire herself in the mirror, feeling more confident than ever. She really did have an hour glass figure. Her boobs were displayed very well beneath the two white triangles of fabric. The strings of the bikini held tight to keep them in. She could even see the tan-lines left behind by her previous swim wear. This top definitely showed more of her breasts than she ever dared to show before. But it wasn't pornographic... and Andre had picked this out... because he wanted to see her in this. That was exciting.

She ran her hand down over her tummy. Sucking in the tiny curve of her belly as she inspected the bottoms. Skimpy, but not distasteful. The back went between her butt cheeks a little, but it wasn't a full blown thong, and everything tied together at her wide hips. She pivoted to get a look at herself, and wondered if other black men would ogle her in such a suit, or if this was just an Andre exclusive.

She wrapped herself in a beach sarong, and decided to cover up in a zip-up hoodie. She wasn't sure how far the beach was from here, and if the wind was blowing, she didn't want to be chilly...

"Are you going to the beach or to church?" Jake teased, when he saw how covered she was.

"Church, because I'm a good girl," she remarked with a self amused smirk and a flick of her hair.

They found the beach after a short walk past the mangrove forest. It was more of a cove-- forested sloping hills surrounded a field of beach grass, and spotless crescent of alabaster sand. The water that broke on the beach was such a vivid shade of aqua that Callie imagined it tasted like blueberry fruit juice.

She took one look at the isolated little expanse and felt her heart drop slightly. Andre had suggested this. And the thought that she could have been alone out here with him today, in her little bikini... or not... it was disheartening that such plans needed to be changed.

"Wow... we really could make this a nude beach," Jake commented.

"You want another sun burn?" Callie said in a daring tone. "Because that's how you'll end up right back in the hotel room."

Jake pouted but laid out the towels. Callie wandered to the water and dipped her toe in the breaking waves. The water was warm, almost inviting.

She shed her wrapping and her hoodie, and returned to the towels. Jake was eyeing her as the wind took her blonde hair in a gust and blew it. She looked sexy, glowing. Her heavy plump tits barely covered in her top, her nipples pressing through the white fabric, creating little shadows. Her adventurous little horse shoe tattoo couldn't hide in that bikini bottom. And the way she clumsily walked on the balls of her feet, gave her curves an extra little bounce that made her boobs sway from side to side.

"Wow... I never saw that swim suit before," Jake admitted.

"No you haven't," Callie replied with a little confident smile and laid down on the towel beside him.

"Want me to put some sun screen on you," Jake offered with an appraising look at her curves in that little suit.

"Worry about yourself, you pervert," she laughed dismissively as she took the bottle from him, and applied a healthy dose to her skin, that was starting to tan nicely. He watched her, especially when she did her waist line and her breasts.

They laid for a long time in silence, enjoying the isolation and the sound of the water crashing against the sandy shore line. It was soothing, and Jake found himself beginning to nod.

He wasn't sure how long he'd been asleep, but he was awakened by the sound of approaching feet. Someone was coming toward them.

"I see you found our little secret getaway," a deep resonant voice. Jake knew that voice. He opened his eyes and propped himself up on his elbows.

Andre stood over the two of them. Jake had to squint, the sun was so bright that Andre's dark skin made him out to be a towering shadow. It glinted from his muscles. The breeze wafted his shorts-- thankfully he was in khaki shorts today, and not a speedo. But he was shirtless, and Jake was aware of the lines of definition chiseled into his body. Veins stood out on his biceps.

Callie managed to turn on her side. She bit her lip for a moment before smiling. Her breasts shifted, pressing together as she moved. "Yes, we found it. Thanks for the recommendation," she replied.



Jake thought for a moment. Hadn't Callie found this spot from online reviews? Was that right? He shrugged it aside, not even sure if it was worth questioning.

"Lovely bathing suit," Andre commented, and Callie giggled, almost giddy with energy. It wasn't her usual soft voice. Jake shot her a questioning look, but noticed that with her lounging on her side, one of Callie's nipples had slipped out and was peeking over the edge of her top. The pink circle of areola unmistakable. And Jake wasn't the only one to notice. Andre was eyeing her up with hungry eyes, drinking in the sight of this blonde, white, curvaceous woman in the sand.

"Thanks," she said, and slid her legs together as though she couldn't get completely comfortable. "So what brings you out here?" she rested her head on her hand.

"I was just out for a stroll," Andre explained, stepping around the pair of them, moving toward Callie's side. Without an invitation, or a second thought, he knelt in the sand beside her and scooped up their bottle of sun screen, squirted some into his hand, and began to apply it to Callie's shoulders. Callie's eyes were hidden behind her sunglasses, but as far as her face went, there was no reaction at all to Andre's brash boldness.

Jake felt slightly uneasy as this stranger gave no thought to putting his big black hands on his wife's shoulders. Callie stayed in that position on her side, just letting Andre rub.

"I had some time to kill, since my clients cancelled their appointment earlier today," Andre explained as he rubbed. His hands slide forward, toward Callie's neck and the top of her chest. Jake realized that his hands were dangerously close to the tops of Callie's breasts. He opened his mouth to say something, but Andre glared at him just then, behind Callie. The expression wasn't threatening... but there was an intensity about it that frightened Jake into cautious silence.

"Appointment?" Callie asked, her voice had grown softer, huskier as Andre rubbed. Callie always was a sucker for backrubs-- all women were. She'd often moan and make sexual noises whenever she got one. Now she was trying very hard not to do that.

Andre seemed to purr. His big strong dark hands went lower, sinking into the soft tissue of Callie's large chest, and for the briefest moment of panic, Jake was sure that Andre was going to cup her tits right in front of him. Jake had no idea what he'd do if Andre had the audacity-- the way Andre was looking at him was almost dangerous. Even worse, as she moaned from the feeling, Jake wasn't sure what Callie would do either.

Thankfully, Andre's hands returned to Callie's shoulders, and Callie rolled onto her front. Andre's hands roamed her back, spreading sun screen across her white skin with those ebony hands. The slow movement was hypnotic, and the feeling of unexplainable unease that enveloped him, Jake almost seemed to have forgotten that a question had been asked until Andre started to speak again.

"I had clients who booked my boat for the afternoon to go scuba diving. They cancelled at the last minute," Andre said, and his hands traveled down Callie's shoulder blades to her sides. Jake watched as Andre guided his hands along Callie's ribs until the curve of her hips flared out pleasantly.

He couldn't pinpoint why this whole situation felt weird. It just did. There was nothing sexual happening. Not really. But Jake was disquieted by the way Andre simply helped himself to touching Callie's body, and her lack of discomfort to it at all-- there was an unspoken familiarity between them that Jake hadn't encountered before, or expected. And he wasn't sure how he felt that Andre was doing this right in front of him. Not that him being gone would have made this any more okay, but Jake was literally watching another man massage a white creamy lotion into his wife's skin, right in front of him, and nobody seemed to care that he was there. Nobody considered that he met feel weird or put off by the act.

Those big dark hands continued to roam, and Callie let hit happen, like it was the most natural thing in the world. The hands rested on her hips firmly. It could have been only for a second. And in that second, Andre lowered his face and his sharp eyes focused on Jake. Something passed from that expression, with his big hands on Callie's hips. In that moment, Jake truly felt like Andre was an animal establishing dominance, and Jake was the lesser suitor that needed to turn tail and flee, lest he stay and get hurt. He had an overwhelming urge to shrink away.

"Oooh," Callie moaned as she felt Andre's fingers kneed the flesh just inches above her perky ass cheeks. "Jake always wanted to try scuba diving."

"Is that right?" Andre asked, again, holding that same intense eye contact.

Then Andre glanced down one last time at Callie's nearly bare back. He brought his hands up along her sides, stopping just shy of the side of her breasts-- her skimpy bikini did nothing to hide the sides of her large boobs.

"Yeah. He was talking about it for days when he booked the trip."

Andre smiled and that intense glare was gone, if it had even been there at all. "Well what a coincidence. I happen to have a boat packed with gear and a wide open time slot."

"W-well I don't know if I want to try it," Callie admitted, sounding bashful. She kicked her feet slowly in the air behind her. "I'm scared of deep water."

"You can just wait on the boat," Andre said with a patient smile.

"Yeah," Jake forced more humor into his tone than he was feeling after that weird lotion rub down. But regardless, he was a little excited by the idea of trying it. "Someone needs to stay with the boat, and make sure I don't get 'Open Water'ed."

Andre's brow furrowed in confusion.

"It's a movie where a couple of divers got left behind in the water, and they had to fend off sharks. It gave Jake nightmares," Callie explained.

Andre's grin widened. "Well I don't venture further than swimming distance from any of the islands off the coast," he assured him.

"What do you think, baby? Want to try it?" Callie's enthusiasm was apparent, even if it wasn't an activity she would enjoy. Her smile was bright and filled with energy. It was the most lively Jake had seen her in the last few days, it seemed.

Callie's excitement was contagious. It made Jake forget all about his confused unease with Andre. Jake had wanted to dabble in scuba diving forever. He wasn't going to pass up this opportunity.

"Let's do it!" He said, feeling like a kid at Christmas.

***

For a hot minute, Jake was worried that Andre's boat would be some rusty old third world dinghy straight out of a cheap Jaw's-like monster movie.

He was impressed to see it was brand new. A 40 foot Boston Whaler in bright white with a light blue stripe running down the side. Four engines sat in a row toward the rear, and there was a canopy over the driver's seat. The deck was circled by padded benches, and toward the front-- more benches arranged in a horse shoe shape. It wasn't the kind of boat that you could live on-- this was mostly meant for recreation. But it looked like it could travel far and fast if necessary. Jake didn't know much about boats, but he was instantly envious.

"Is this yours?" Callie asked, genuinely impressed.

Andre smiled and nodded. "They treat me very well at the resort, baby," he said casually, manning the controls.

"It's really... big," Callie said the word with an emphasis that made Jake glance at her sharply. Her eyes were large and bewildered, taking it all in as she situated herself in the front of the boat, laying out her towel and beach bag.

Jake joined her, eyeing the carefully laid out scuba gear toward the rear. Again, all of it looked state of the art, and Jake felt more comfortable in the knowledge that they weren't using rusty old patch-work equipment.

"You look very natural on it," Andre remarked, powering up the boat with a growl of the engines. The breeze kicked up and blew Callie's hair about her face. Her hair was normally straight, but the sun and the beach air seemed to be doing something to it-- crimping it slightly and making it look wild. Likewise, it seemed to have grown lighter in color-- or maybe that was because Callie was developing a natural tan.

"On the boat, or just big things in general?" Callie grinned, playfully. She stared at the way the wind pulled at Andre's loose open shirt, revealing his bare black muscles beneath.

Jake was confused. What was happening? Were the two of them sharing some inside joke, to which he was not privy? It felt slightly weird.

As they shoved off and Andre guided the boat into more open water, Jake thought he detected Andre and Callie glancing at each other with enough repetition to irritate him. But it was hard to tell. They were both wearing sunglasses, and the controls where Andre stood were almost directly behind where Callie sat. Maybe her repeated glances toward him were just to make sure he knew where he was going. Callie was afraid of deep water, after all.

The boat followed the curve of the land until a cluster of off shore islands appeared. They were small and jagged, covered with jungle and sand. It was clear they weren't inhabited. Andre powered the boat between them, where the ocean had carved out natural and beautiful formations and tunnels. Several of them had isolated little coves-- secret lagoons of clear blue water and sandy bottoms.

"What are all of those?" Callie pointed to the almost private little hideaways.

"Coves carved from erosion," Andre explained. "There are no people on these islands. Wealthy tourists sometimes bring boats out here for adventure... or alone time." He said the last part with a sly grin.

"Oh yeah?" Callie cocked an eyebrow. "Do you ever come out here for your own... alone time?" She teased.

Again, Jake was slightly confused. Normally Callie wasn't the type to ask such a bold question. If anything, it was something that would have made her blush. But there wasn't a hint of red to her cheeks this time. When had she grown so comfortable around Andre?

Andre only shrugged coyly, and continued them further in. The ocean was calm, but regardless, the waves made a thunderous effect on the craggy rock walls of the surrounding islands.

Jake found his eyes drawn to the water. It was so clear and inviting. He could see straight to the bottom. Schools of small colorful fish darted among even more colorful rock formations. He couldn't believe that so many colors could exist in nature, under the water. He'd seen such things in movies, but to see it in real life was completely mind-blowing. As Andre slowed the boat, Jake forgot about his questioning thoughts of Andre and Callie's banter. He realized he couldn't wait to get in the water and see these sights up close.

***

Andre had dropped anchor in a calm area of water surrounded by islands. They rose high in the air, their mountainous terrain covered in a thick carpet of jungle. It cast the cove into pleasant soothing shadow. The islands formed a protective barrier-- a natural shelter where the waters seldom became rough. Andre described the reefs below as a very diverse and stunning eco-system. "You'll find a wide variety of plant and fish life. Predators don't hunt these waters, so you'll have nothing to worry about. We also have a few ship wrecks below."

"Ship wrecks?" Jake had asked.

"Old boats that are beyond fixing are sometimes towed out to these waters and sunk. On their hulls, the sea life begins to take hold, and before long, they become their own reef. Fish and plant life grow from them. It's like... using fertilizer in a garden," Andre shrugged.

Jake and Andre were huddled together in the rear of the boat. Callie sat patiently nearby, admiring the physique of Andre. He completely towered over Jake, even while squatted on the balls of his feet. He was demonstrating equipment and going over safety procedures. Jake held the mouthpiece of the scuba tank in his mouth, and was taking long slow breaths, learning how to trouble shoot everything. He'd squeezed himself into a wet suit that didn't flatter him nearly as much as Callie would have thought. Again, he looked lumpy and misshapen.

Jake caught Callie watching him test out the equipment, and he flashed her a thumbs-up. She smiled sweetly.

"Are you sure you don't want to come?" Jake asked as Andre wrapped up his training and demonstration.

Callie glanced over the side into the water, then immediately shook her head. The thought of going down there, even in water where she could clearly see the bottom, filled her with so much anxiety that it showed on her face. Jake got it, just from that look alone.

"I'll just be up here, sipping wine and working on my tan," she assured him.

"A few more words of caution," Andre said, as he helped Jake strap on the harnesses. "Try not to touch or disturb the coral reefs. They are a habitat. They're a home to sea life. And they also have their defenses. Likewise, time has carved out many undersea caves. As tempting as it may be to swim inside and explore, don't. The most dangerous thing that anyone can do is to attempt underwater cave exploration. The same with any shipwrecks that you may find. It's best to stay where you can see the surface, should you need to return in a hurry."

Jake nodded. He understood. "Are you coming?" He asked Andre. With his mask pulled down over his eyes and nose, his voice sounded nasally and nerd-ish.

"No. I have to remain with the boat and monitor changes in the wind and weather."

"Besides," Callie added. She was fidgeting with her feet, rubbing them together as she sat nearby. "Can you imagine Andre trying to squeeze into a wetsuit? I'm pretty sure they don't make them in his size," she glanced at him appreciably.

Andre smiled. "She may be right about that."

Jake looked from one face to the other. "Okay... just don't leave me behind," he said. He meant it as a joke, but it sounded more like a nervous plea.

"I'll make sure he doesn't 'Open Water' you," Callie assured her husband.

Jake seemed to feel a little better that she was staying behind. With the two of them on the boat, Jake was positive that nothing would happen while he was under water. Nothing at all.

He let Andre guide him toward the side of the boat, shuffling awkwardly with his flippers. Then he eased into the water, all the while unaware at how wet his wife was, without ever touching the water.

***

Jake had the sensation of weightlessness as he sank into the water. There was a brief moment of panic as he slipped beneath the waves, then he was breathing and swimming, and it was wonderful.

He kicked his legs and moved toward the reefs that carpeted the ocean floor. Tiny colorful fish darted in and out of the crevices. Things moved and swayed with the natural ebb of the water. It was a tiny alien world.

Jake couldn't help but smile to himself, wishing that Callie could have overcome her fears and joined him. She'd love this.

In the distance, he spotted one of the sunken boats that Andre had talked about. He swam toward it.

***

On the boat, Callie watched with nervous energy as Jake disappeared beneath the surface. Bubbles marked his path as he went down. They could still see his form, distorted by the waves, as he swam toward whatever unknown goal he had in mind. That was fine for him.

Andre stood up and smiled at her. Not a friendly smile. There was much more behind it. "Alone at last," he strode over.

Callie felt her body start to tremble in anticipation. She glanced down at the water. Jake looked so far away, but much of that was an illusion-- light distortion from the water. He could pop up easily.

But Andre's confident strut held so much power over her. She backed away just an inch, her legs bumped the edge of the bench seat, and she clumsily went down on her butt into the seat.

"Ready to have some fun?" Andre asked.

Callie was thinking about protesting... about asking what if Jake came back, what if there was an emergency and he needed our help? But instead of saying any of that, she merely looked up at Andre and nodded slowly.

Andre grinned, then scooped her up into his arms. She went willingly.

***

Jake was oblivious to what was going on mere feet above him. He was in his own world. He couldn't hear anything but the rhythm of his breathing and the bubbles that were expelled.

He knew that Andre had cautioned him about the ship wreckage, but curiosity got the better of Jake. He wanted a better look. It wasn't like he was going to venture inside. He just wanted to see.

Up close, it was impressive. It wasn't a big boat. It looked like a cigarette boat-- one of those sleek long-nosed speed boats that are common in Florida and probably very expensive. Jake laughed in his mind. It reminded him of those cartel boats from any tropical drug movie. Jake wondered if kilos of cocaine and caches of guns had been smuggled in this. Maybe that's why they'd sunk it.

He swam in a slow circle, inspecting the wreckage. The shape was discernable, but it was surprising the way things broke down in the sea. The vehicle was rusted, covered in sand and coral was already starting to take hold. Crabs scampered across the shredded upholstery, and tiny fish chased each other through the sitting area and into the little cabin below.

Jake glanced back at Andre's boat. Just a distant shadow, looming from the wavering sky that was the water's surface. Not too far away. He could easily swim back if he needed to. Instead, Jake went toward the wreckage for a better look.

***

Andre sat in the Captain's chair behind the controls. Callie was seated in his lap. He'd set her down on him as though she weighed nothing.

Initially she kept glancing apprehensively at the water, expecting Jake to pop up at any moment. If he did, she knew there'd be no explanation to why she was sitting on Andre's lap. And Callie wasn't exactly wearing much. She was down to just her bikini. And Andre was taking full advantage of it. His hands rested on her hips, sliding along the curve of her ass, caressing her smooth skin.

The boat rocked pleasantly beneath them.

"We really shouldn't be doing this," Callie whispered, as though Jake could somehow hear them underwater.

Andre's hands slide along her milky flesh, indifferent to her half hearted protests. Callie wasn't being innocent either. She could feel her hips moving slowly in his lap. She was gently grinding her ass into Andre's lap, enticing his cock. She could feel it hardening, like an extra limb coming to life.

And the more she wiggled and rocked, and the more Andre touched her, the more she thought of the things they might do while Jake was underwater-- so close, yet so oblivious.

"Mmmm... we shouldn't. But we will. I was hoping we'd have the day to ourselves. Just the two of us, a private beach, and this sexy little outfit," Andre ran hands up over Callie's chest, slipping one finger beneath her top and fingering the thin strap that held the tiny covering over her breast. The way he seemed so familiar with her body, and just helped himself turned her own just as much as his powerful manly presence.

She shifted again. "Yeah... I thought he wouldn't be up for coming out again. And we'd have the day to ourselves," she admitted, and glanced toward the water, where they last saw Jake's form.

She was nervous, and Andre picked up on it. He reached into a compartment nearby, and produced what she thought was a cigarette. He sniffed it and pinched the ends between his fingers. She realized that it wasn't a cigarette.

He lit it, took a deep drag, and blew the skunky smoke out in a long exhale. The smell made Callie cough.

"Here baby, this will calm you down," he said.

Callie had never done drugs before. She'd been around friends who'd smoked in high school and college. But when offered, she'd always politely declined. Drugs made her nervous.



But the confident casual approach that Andre took to literally everything suggested that it was no big deal. That she should trust him. That it was okay to start a new journey and to let him be the guide.

Before she could even respond, Andre lifted the joint to her lips and held it for her. "Suck it deep, baby." He said. His voice was soft, reassuring... but it was firm. Less of a suggestion and more of an instruction.

Callie obeyed, taking a deep pull, letting the hot air fill her throat, trying her best to mimic the way that Andre had done it. She felt a heaviness in her chest, and realized that Andre was resting his hand on her breast, softly fondling and squeezing. She felt her nipples tingling and stiffen with excitement.

She suddenly blew out the smoke in a vicious coughing fit. Andre had expected that to happen. He smiled and took another drag on the joint while Callie recovered.

Her eyes had teared up slightly, but when she sat back up, she looked at Andre. And when he brought it back to her lips, she took another pull with only minor hesitation.

Back and forth they passed it, gradually grinding harder and harder on each other. By the time the joint had burned down, Callie's bottoms had rolled up into her ass crack from her constant movements, Andre's dick was rock hard in his shorts. Both of them were more ready than they'd ever been...

***

Jake was startled by a sea turtle that emerged from the cigarette boat wreckage. One minute he was alone, and the next, it appeared-- seemingly out of nowhere.

It was large and friendly looking. A lazy set to its features, and it seemed to wave as it swam by. Again, Jake smiled around his mouth piece, and curiously inspected the side of the boat where it had come from.

A hatch, most likely for storage. It was dark beyond. He curiously swam closer.

***

Callie was struggling through a fit of giggles. She held her hand up to her mouth to try to hold them back, but it was of very little use. She couldn't hold back any longer. The high pitched squeals of mirth rolled out of her.

Andre was still pawing playfully at her tits, jiggling them in each palm like he was testing their weight. Her swim suit even more askew than before. It also didn't help that Callie was swaying her hips from side to side, relentlessly rolling her ass back and forth over Andre's stiff erection.

"You didn't answer my question," she said, in a giggly, happy voice. She took one final drag on Andre's joint, before handing it back to him to finish. "Do I look like one of those curvy 'hoes' in a rap video? Because between the pot, and this bathing suit, I feel like one." She tugged at the straps of her top, not realizing that she was revealing the round pale bottoms of her breasts.

"You look too innocent for that," Andre said, lounging back in his seat, while Callie fidgeted around in his lap. An amused smile on his placid face.

"But I'm not innocent," she giggled again. "You know that by now."

"You're white. That means you look innocent right up until you have a big black cock in your mouth," Andre said. The smile was still on his lips, but his eyes took on a firm tone. It wasn't a comment, or a suggestion. It was more.

And Callie didn't hesitate. She didn't even bother to glance toward the water this time. She was stoned, and she didn't care. She faced Andre, her expression turning serious. She sank to her knees in front of him.

Andre stared up at the sky triumphantly, enjoying the feeling of Callie's eager-to-please hands fumbling open the front of his shorts and working the zipper down. He didn't lift a finger to help. He finished the last of his joint, and flicked it into the ocean, just as he felt Callie's trembling hand reach into his shorts and grope for his cock.

Somehow she'd managed to free it from its constraints. "I got really scared for a second," she said from between his knees. "I thought it wasn't there for some reason. Then I realized that it wasn't your leg I was feeling." She giggled again as she brought his huge member to her lips.

Andre peered down at her. "Just put it where it belongs, white girl."

Callie obediently opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around it. Andre watched her. Her mouth was open wide. She was staring up at him with those big blue eyes. There was something in them. Reverence and desperation-- she craved his approval.

She reached a hand up, cupping and cradling his balls, lifting them and massaging. She struggled to swallow inch after inch, lowering her mouth down around his shaft without his coaching.

"Now you look like a high class slut, for sure," Andre said, his voice a low growl.

"Mmmmmm..." she let out an exaggerated moan of pleasure, and when she came up for air, stroked him fast with her hand. The rewarding sounds of her wet strokes filled the air. "Do you think if Jake came back and saw us, we could convince him that we're just filming a rap video?" She giggled again and returned Andre's cock to her mouth.

"Oh let's not worry about white boy," Andre smirked, rubbing his chin thoughtfully. "We'll give him his own thrill."

And as Callie knelt at his feet and sucked him, Andre stood and started the engine of the boat.

***

Jake wasn't sure what he expected to find as he peered into the flooded out storage compartment of the cigarette boat. But as his eyes adjusted, his first thought was that there'd been a fire. Not enough to sink the boat, or even do much damage. But something had definitely been burned in here.

A lot of sand and sediment had built up, and he ran his fingers through the soft bottom until they came to rest on something hard. When he pulled it up to see what it was, Jake found himself staring into the blackened remains of a human skull.

It grinned at him. The nightmare image of death and torment was written all over the remains.

The word 'Cartel' flashed before his eyes. In his mind, he heard June's final warning.

Jake screamed through his mouth piece. He dropped the skull. It sank back to the bottom, and Jake made for the surface in a blind panic. But as he did, the world suddenly began to rumble. A deep heavy sound that surrounded him.

In his panicked brain, he suddenly imagined the ocean floor opening up beneath him in a massive bottomless sinkhole that was about to swallow him up.

But when he broke the surface of the water, he found that the explanation was much worse. He tore his mask off in time to see Andre's boat go speeding away.

"Stop!!! Wait!" He screamed in frustration and disbelief. But the boat didn't stop. It rounded one of the tiny islands, and was gone.

His worst fears were suddenly realized-- they'd left him in the ocean.

***

"That's so mean," Callie said, still cupping Andre's balls, her other hand stroking his shaft as she dragged her tongue along the underside. "He's going to freak out."

Regardless, she started to giggle again, another fit overtaking her. It was just a harmless prank. Jake wouldn't be too mad. Besides, he was busy underwater, and Callie wanted some alone time with Andre, without the fear of being interrupted. Jake probably wouldn't even notice that they were gone, and if he did, she could dismiss it for the prank that it was.

"He should have never told me about that movie that scared him," Andre laughed, still driving the boat as Callie pleasured him.

She sucked playfully on the head of his cock, stroking him in the back and forth motion of the boat bouncing over the waves. Her mouth made lip-smacking sounds each time she popped off of it. It made her giggle, and Andre didn't seem to mind. His big heavy balls swung back and forth.

She worked his pants completely off now, and he stepped out of them. She laughed even harder. "You're driving without pants!" She declared happily.

Andre grinned, amused by how buzzed she was from the pot. A combination of silly and horny and agreeable. "Yes I am, baby," he declared proudly.

"Wait, wait," Callie staggered to her feet. Her hands were still possessively holding onto Andre's enormous hard-on, not wanting to let it go. "I always wanted to try this. Can you drive without hands?" She giggled, her cheeks rosy and red from laughing. She rested Andre's cock heavily on the steering wheel.

Andre grinned broader. "You mean like this?" He asked, resting his hands on his hips and turning his pelvis from side to side. His heavy cock turned the wheel slightly. They could feel the back and forth motion as the boat changed directions.

This sent Callie into another fit of giggles and delighted coos. She jumped up and down like a ditzy blonde cheerleader. Her tits jiggled and bounced with the motion, and she caught Andre watching them shake.

She bit her lip, a look of mischief overtaking her laughing exuberance. "Well... since we're driving naked," she said. And she reached up, untying her top and letting it flutter to the floor of the boat. Her tits bounced freely with the momentum of the boat. Her tan lines had formed quite nicely, and the areas of skin not kissed by the sun were pale and pink.

"Such a bad wife, you are," Andre leaned forward, keeping one eye on the water ahead, as he brought Callie's chest to his mouth. He started to suck hungrily at her tits. "Bet you never got naked on a boat like this for your husband." His lips pulled at her nipple, then his tongue flashed out and lapped at it, making it harden further.

"No," she admitted. "But he also never drove the boat with his dick, either."

"Think he could?" He asked, giving her breast a squeeze with his enormous hand while his mouth ravaged her.

"Maybe," she said. "If you lost your key and needed something small to fit into the starter."

Andre stopped, mid-suck, and peered at her, rather surprised. Callie reddened, then they both burst into a fit of laughter. Andre slowed the boat, as Callie fought to catch her breath. She was wiping tears from her eyes.

"Too mean?" she said at last, managing to get a hold of herself.

"Not at all baby," Andre commented. "What's mean is that a girl like you has to live with a little dick white boy like that."

Callie bit her lip again, her hand returning to Andre's manhood as it rested on the steering wheel.

"Well I'm here now," she admitted. "And he's not..." She raised her smooth bare leg and rubbed it teasingly against Andre's.

The boat continued on at a slow and steady pace over the water. Andre grabbed Callie and pulled her into him. Then to her surprise, he pressed her ass against the wheel. Her big butt honked the horn, startling her. Then they both started to laugh as he brought his mouth to hers.

Her tongue wrestled with Andre's as his mouth invaded her mouth. The wind blew her hair around his face as they made out, perfectly aware that if they didn't pay attention, they could easily crash, but neither of them seemed to care. The thrill was so intense that she hardly noticed when Andre lifted her up and sat her butt on the controls. She leaned back and opened her legs as Andre untied the last meager garment that covered her-- her bottoms.

Then Andre was spreading her pussy lips with his fingers, followed by the bloated head of his monster cock. Callie was already soaking wet. She had been for days, it seemed like.

The biggest thrill of Callie's young life was when Andre fucked her on the controls of a moving boat. He piloted them into one of the isolated little island coves that they'd passed on the way in. They wanted each other all to themselves, and what better place to do it?

But the time they'd pulled into their own private paradise, Callie's cries of pleasure were rolling across the water. Andre was grunting over the chug of the engines. His cock sliding in and out of her body, staking its claim of ownership over this young married adulteress.

***

Jake's cries of frustration began to escalate to near panic levels. The boat had driven away. Maybe it was a prank, but it hadn't returned. It was no longer funny.

Now Jake was legitimately terrified. What was going on? He had a million questions. But none of them were answered. He was alone, treading water in the ocean, in a foreign country. And he'd just found a dead body, so clearly going missing in these waters could be very easy.

He waited helplessly, eyes glued to the horizon. They weren't coming back. They were gone.

The reality of it set in. The deserted islands that surrounded this dive spot weren't too far away. Miserable and feeling sorry for himself, Jake began to swim toward the nearest one.

***

"Fuck me, Andre... fuck me with that big black dick," Callie was grunting. She was splayed out over the controls, her legs on Andre's shoulders. Andre was spearing her in hard deep thrusts that sent his cock plunging to depths that didn't seem possible.

He had one firm hand on the back of her head, forcing her gaze downward over her own body-- the mountains that were her white breasts, the curve of her tummy, and her spread-eagle legs that were resting up on Andre's broad chest. His abs were flexing with his thrusts, and her view allowed her to watch his cock vanish in and out of her. It seemed surreal that something so big could disappear so easily in her body, and feel so amazing while it did. A source of her own pride that she could take it.

The boat was rocking with its own motion as Andre used her body for his pleasure. "Yeah, you like this big dark dick, don't you?" He snarled.

"I love it!" She squealed. Andre's firm grip on her hair tightened. His constant ramming of his body into hers made wet slapping sounds. "I thought about you all night last night," she grunted, trying to put her body into fucking Andre back. But she found that she couldn't. She was helpless-- his for the taking-- and she loved it.

"While you lay in bed next to that pin dick you married?" Andre grunted.

His choice in words should have offended Callie. But somehow it didn't. "His white dick is too small to turn me on."

Andre kept one hand on Callie's head, and with the other squeezed her tit so hard that it hurt. He pushed it up toward her down-turned mouth. "Suck this big white tittie, bitch," he ordered. His words growing more aggressive.

Callie found that his harshness only fueled her lust, bringing her back to her fantasies of dangerous thugs in bad neighborhoods. Callie's tongue lolled out of her mouth like a panting dog, and she lapped at her own breast, sucking her nipple.

Andre's thrusts began to steadily increase. The boat rocked in time with their movements. They hadn't even anchored yet. They were drifting aimlessly in the tiny rocky cove.

"It's not just his, isn't it?" he asked, pulling her body into his thrusts now. Sending his cock home, deep and invasive. "You aren't meant for white dicks, are you?" And to really illustrate his point, his next thrust nearly lifted her off of the controls.

"No," Callie cried out. "I was meant for black men!" The words sounded strange and new, but such a turn on to cry out to the open air as this hung stud took her to new levels of pleasure. "I... I'm meant to serve black cock..." she moaned harder, louder, "...with my body..." she was starting to tremble, another orgasm building. Her words spurring Andre's thrusts to be deep, rough, and hard. "...and with my big white titties!" The last statement set her off. Callie shut her eyes as she cried out. Her flesh broke out in goosebumps. Her whole body quivered, and a moment later came the waves of pleasure that rolled through her body. Her pussy practically salivating on Andre's cock. She grew juicy and soaked.

All the while, Andre continued his relentless violation of her body.

Callie wasn't sure how long she'd been screaming in pleasure, but when she was done, her voice was hoarse, and her breath shaky. Andre eased himself out of her body and lifted her off of the controls, setting her on her unsteady legs. Their boat was still drifting, and Andre needed to drop anchor.

She stared up at him, expectantly. An expression of "What do you want me to do now?" eagerly shown in her eyes.

He gave her ass a firm slap. "I gotta drop anchor, baby. Get your big ass up front and wait for me there," he said. And Callie obeyed.

***

It took far more time and effort than Jake thought. The island looked close, but it was a longer swim than he ever would have expected-- like teens daring each other into swimming across a lake. Yes, you might see the far shore, but it was much further than it looked.

When Jake scrambled up the sand, he was far more exhausted than he would have guessed. And still there was no sign of the boat. Had Andre kidnapped Callie? Is that what happened? Was he really cartel after all, and had enacted the perfect ploy to make two tourists disappear-- one into the wilderness, and one into the sex trade? It seemed so foreign and alien to him, and yet, here he was, alone and marooned on his honeymoon.

He needed to rest. As he sat down in the sand, one question came to mind. How long before anyone would start to look for him? Or would they ever?

***

By the time that Andre joined Callie by the front of the boat, she was too turned on to be anything but impatient and aggressive. She pushed him to the floor of the boat and climbed on top of him.

"I used to ride horses," she explained as she straddled his lap.

Andre glanced at the little horse shoe tattoo on her hip, with lusty pleased look on his face.

"Now I ride black dick," she said, and grasped Andre's penis, held it to her wetness, and began to sit down on him. It was a long descent that sent his hard warm cock far into the depths of her body.

"Think your white boy husband will ever be man enough for you when you get back?" Andre grunted, his hands on her hips, but this time he was letting her put in the work. She wanted to service black men, well that was what she was going to do.

She bit her lip, running her hands over her body, rubbing her chest as she began to lift herself up and down on his steel-hard rod. "He wasn't man enough for me before," she said with an out of breath gasp and eager smile, hoping that pleased Andre. When he gave her a look of approval, she felt all the more empowered. "I just didn't know it yet..." she moaned, up and down in long impassioned bounces.

"You hadn't found your place in life yet," Andre commented. His hands went from her hips, around her back to her ass. He gripped her cheeks and spread her, squeezing hard. "But now you know. Your place is fucking black men."

She gasped and groaned, his words churning her actions. Her tempo sped up, her hips gyrated as she used her whole body to pleasure Andre's cock. "Black men? Or you specifically?" She grunted.

"All black men," Andre emphasized, nearly glaring at her. "You're mine, but I share with my brothers. And a body like this ought to be enjoyed by all of the ones who have been oppressed... don't you think?"

Callie was shocked, but not enough to stop riding. If anything, she started to fuck him harder. The boat rocking beneath her movements. Her tits bounced, and her ass jiggled. Callie ran her hands up her neck, her eyes shut, lost in the pleasure as she ran her hands through her hair and let it fall wildly around her head. Her body moved all on its own, instinctively knowing what to do. It was ingrained in her animal brain-- the act of mating.

"Yes... I think so," she found herself openly just blurting out. "If that's what you want."

"What I want," Andre snarled, "Is for you to stop thinking about that white girl guilt you grew up with, and just fuck like the big tittied slut you were bred to be."

Callie's body rose and fell. Her breath coming in deep gasps. Her movements so steady that her big tits jiggled and swayed in unison. Beads of sweat rolled down her body. Their moans echoed across the water's surface.

The boat rocked harder. Callie was growing tired from her efforts, but she didn't dare stop until Andre was ready for her to. He was her man, and she needed to make sure she took care of him properly.



That was her single minded goal. Maybe it was the drugs, maybe the lust, or maybe that she felt utterly committed now that they had driven away from Jake. Regardless, she rode Andre's lap for all she was worth.

"Say it," Andre ordered her. "Say that you're a big tittied white slut." He slapped her ass to punctuate the order.

Callie jiggled her butt on Andre's staff. She spun and rotated her hips in fast little movements. "I'm a big tittied white slut." She cried out. "I'm a total whore for black cock," she cried out, as though she'd completely lost her mind.

Somewhere along the way, Andre began to buck hard back into her bounces. He practically lifted her off the floor of the deck as his strong muscular hips and ass lifted up. He was like a bucking bronco. Callie's hair flew, her head bounced back and forth, and her moans turned to screams.

Her efforts were for the benefit of Andre, and yet she was the one feeling another orgasm take hold of her. Her body had become addicted-- needed the pleasure that only Andre could bring. And when she came, she was reminded that her orgasms were like nothing Jake had ever brought her to. She saw a kaleidoscope of colorful flashes behind her eyelids, and she could feel the heat running out from her loins onto Andre's lap.

When she felt his big hands slide from her ass up to her tits, Callie knew what she needed to do. She leaned forward, still feverishly rocking her hips on Andre. She pressed her big breasts into his hard sweaty chest, and she began to rub them from side to side, teasing him to his own inevitable conclusion.

"Cum inside me," she begged, and she began to kiss him.

Her ass rose and fell. Andre braced with his feet, his legs leveraging himself up and down into her. The long dark meat of his cock swallowed up each time by Callie's pink pussy.

Each time she rocked back and sank Andre deep inside of her, she let out a moan. "Yesss," she grunted, and rocked back and forth again and again. "Yes. Yes. Yessss."

Her tongue ran around Andre's full lips. His tongue chased hers. They wrestled each other outside of their mouths. Callie's hard nipples traced back and forth over Andre's hard packed muscles. Her heavy tits dragged along, slippery from their sweat.

"You want my black load in you, again?" He grunted, his hands on her ass, forcing her up and down to his own rhythm.

"I always want your black load in me," she groaned, her lips to his in an tight embrace. "Cum inside of me. Please. I want to feel it."

Andre gave one long deep thrust, his primal urges only driven to fever pitch by the way Callie teased her tits on his chest. "You want my black babies?" He grunted, knowing what their bodies were trying to make with this act of carnality.

"Yes!" She nearly screamed.

"Ohhhh take it, white bitch," he grunted, and sank himself so deep that Callie thought she might scream. A moment later, a blinding flash of pleasure, and then Andre was emptying his balls into her womb. The hot sticky flood of cum filled her to the brim, packed in by his thrusting ram-rod cock.

It ran from her slit, coating their thighs and Andre's lap. Callie rocked her body more aggressively than ever, trying to work the thick gooey load from Andre, and making sure that not a single drop remained behind in his shaft. She squeezed it out with her intense riding.

"Fuck yeah," Andre declared triumphantly, even as Callie's body still worked back and forth to pleasure him and milk him. Her movements slowed, and when she could see it in Andre's face that he was satisfied, she clambered off of him and dove face first into his lap, licking and swallowing the mess that had been left behind. It was her duty to make him clean. It was her place. And she needed to hurry, because she was suddenly remembering that they'd forgotten someone...

*** To be continued... ***
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CUCKED IN THE TROPICS Ch. 08

***

Jake was pacing the hotel suite. He was fuming. His face was flushed... or that could have just been the sunburn, back with a vengeance. He hadn't bothered to change out of his damp swim trunks, and he still had sand caked to his scalp and his hair.

His mind was a swirling mess of different feelings and emotions. It made him think of spin art when he was a kid-- dropping random colors on the spinning paper and seeing them shoot off to the edges of the page. Jake felt like if his emotions were different colors, the page was a complete mess by now. Every time he thought that he was able to articulate one feeling, it was fleeting and gone-- swallowed up by the next, and the next.

He was scared. Although, that was fleeting-- he was no longer on the island. He was angry-- they had taken a legitimate phobia of his and turned it into a joke. He was humiliated... although he wasn't sure why. There was just something about Callie and Andre sharing in Jake's moment of panic that felt like... he was an outsider and they were the ones with the bond. Nothing about it felt right.

Callie emerged from the shower, wrapped in a towel. She saw the expression on Jake's face. "Are you going to be like this the whole trip?" She asked, resting her hand on her hip.

Jake was taken aback. Callie was never so direct. She was always passive aggressive. If Jake was mad at her, she'd turn it into a "no, you're not mad at me, I'm mad at *you*" silent treatment. That was just her style. But this time, she was flat-out emboldened.

He honestly wasn't sure how to respond. This was new territory. He'd never found himself in this sort of fight with his wife before.

"You guys left me... in the water. When I asked-- no, I *pleaded*-- with you not to." He tried to stay calm about this, tried to control those hazy spiraling emotions. Maybe it was the part of his brain that feared making too many waves, that they'd end up sinking his own ship. He'd always been afraid that if he was just a little too angry, or a little too harsh, the damage he might cause would be permanent.

Callie rolled her eyes and sighed. "Clearly we didn't. We came back for you. He was just kidding around."

It was what they'd both insisted when they eventually returned to collect Jake. Jake wasn't sure how long he'd been marooned on that island. It had felt like hours, but it could have been only minutes. The boat had appeared and Jake had been so relieved that they'd actually come back, that feelings like anger and misery had taken a seat on the back burner.

Only when he was back, safely on the boat, did everything start bubbling to the surface. Andre had grinned from behind the wheel of his big luxury boat. Confident and cocky and swaggering. He looked like king shit, himself. He didn't seem the least concerned that Jake was still trembling, even as he wrapped himself in a towel. Jake's frightened confused expression seemed to amuse the man.

Even worse, Callie was snickering in that soft chuckle that she had. Her smile both funny, and apologetic... like she'd told a joke that was borderline offensive, and her non-committal smile was her way of trying to keep things on the lighter side. Jake looked away from her face, and found his eyes wandering down her curvaceous body-- barely clad in her little white string bikini. She'd been wearing that outfit, looking that sexy, when she and Andre had both conspired to scare the living crap out of Jake. That thought alone felt like a punch to his gut. She was his wife. If she was going to conspire with someone to pull off a prank, it ought to be with him, not against him. Somehow Andre had taken Jake's place by his wife's side, even if only for the afternoon. And the feeling felt wrong. Jake was the butt of a joke that another man had made, and Callie was laughing about it.

"We got you good, my friend," Andre had laughed in his deep powerful voice, back on the boat.

"Yeah, ha ha," Jake replied, sarcastic and miserable.

Callie joined Jake in the front of the boat, sitting down nearby. "He was just kidding around." Callie said, gently touching Jake's shoulder, trying to reassure him.

Jake pulled away, folded his arms across his chest, and looked at the water instead. It was hard to keep the frown from his face. When Jake was young, at a friend's pool party, he'd once been dunked under the water by a bigger kid. It had only been for a second, and meant as a prank, but it had been just long enough that Jake had felt sheer panic at his own helplessness-- his life was at the hands of someone else who was dismissing it all as a "prank". In that single moment that he'd been without air, and without a means to draw breath, his *life* was a prank to someone else. That scared him deeply, and when he finally emerged for air, his first instinct was to cry and immediately go home-- to distance himself from those people. But he didn't. Everyone else would have seen that as an overreaction, and would have viewed Jake as a cry-baby. He'd lightly laughed it off while spending the remainder of the day avoiding the pool and that kid.

Right now, much like back then, Jake had had an awful fright, and he couldn't just laugh it off when his first instinct was to cry and immediately distance himself from the source of his anxiety and humiliation. In this moment, he wanted to go home. To call off this whole trip. To tell Andre to go fuck himself, and to ignore Callie's attempts to placate him until she could find a way to make this up to him.

"Are you mad?" She asked Jake as Andre drove them through the islands.

Jake hadn't responded at all. That was answer enough.

"Want to give it another try?" Andre called jovially from behind the wheel. His voice was light hearted and affable, but his smile was cocky and condescending. Like he was asking 'Had enough yet, tourist?'

"I want you to take us back to the resort," Jake said. It wasn't a bark. But there was a resolve to Jake's voice. He was saying that the party was over.

"Sweetie, he was just kidding." Callie insisted. "It's not a big deal."

The same words that Callie was using now, back in the hotel room, with this incident safely behind them. Her hair was wet from her shower. Her towel showed off her smooth legs. Jake ought to wash off too, but he wasn't in the mood.

"Not a big deal?" Callie's casual dismissal of this whole thing was only making Jake's blood boil. "Why are you defending this? I was a beginner to scuba diving. I didn't know what I was doing."

"It didn't look like that from the boat. You seemed pretty sure of yourself once you were in the water," Callie said, trying to be light hearted about this, but there was still something dangerous about her tone that Jake hadn't encountered before.

"Andre just got done warning me about the dangers of scuba diving," Jake insisted.

"If you were suddenly so scared of those dangers, why'd you get in the water in the first place? Why'd you insist on going at all?"

"Because I didn't think our instructor was going to leave me in open water as a prank."

"First of all, Andre wouldn't have done that if he thought you were in any real danger. In fact, if he didn't trust you to not be able to handle yourself, he wouldn't have even let you go in."

Again, she was defending Andre in all of this. She wasn't taking Jake's side at all, and Jake somehow found that more concerning than being abandoned out in the water-- that his own wife didn't see something wrong with it. But Jake wasn't surprised. This wasn't the first time that Callie sometimes had trouble seeing things from his standpoint. And Jake always found it difficult getting Callie to see things from his point of view.

Regardless, he tried anyway. "I don't understand why he did it at all. What if you'd been the one in the water, and me and Andre had left you behind as a joke?"

Callie laughed dismissively at that suggestion. "I wouldn't have ever gotten in the water. You know that."

Jake didn't share the laugh. He was too frustrated by how she was able to completely avoid seeing things through his eyes. She was good at that. "What if something happened? Something dangerous, and I was all alone? What if my air tank stopped working? Or if I got stuck? Or hurt or whatever?"

"But it didn't. Nothing bad happened. Which just proves my point. It was a joke." Callie turned and headed back for the bathroom to finish drying her hair. Her body bouncing with the steps she took on the balls of her feet.

Jake sighed. They were going in circles. He didn't have many fights with Callie since they got together, but when they did, they always went this way-- in circles without resolution. They'd each claim to be the victim and chase each other around and around. Like most arguments, Jake was tired, and on the verge of giving up. "Where did you guys even go when you drove away?"

Jake hadn't intended the question to be any more than a fleeting comment, but the way Callie suddenly hesitated in her stride was a cause for concern. It was only for a moment that she froze, then continued on to the bathroom, but enough that Jake noticed.

"He wanted to show me something..." Callie said.

Jake's eyes narrowed. Now he was thinking of something else. Something that happened after they'd returned to shore. Jake had been so worked up about having been abandoned at sea, that he hadn't given it much thought at the time, but it must have stuck with him enough that he had even bothered to remember it at all.

They had just arrived at the dock. Jake had been out of the boat and back on dry land before Andre had even tied the boat in place. The feeling of being back on mainland was an overwhelming relief. But he'd been mad. He'd been mad at Callie, and he'd been furious with Andre.

He didn't want to look at either one. He stormed across the beach, trekking back to the resort. Andre and Callie had walked behind him.

"Is he okay?" Andre had asked, without any real concern. Jake could hear them, and he'd found Andre's words to be mocking and unworried.

Callie's words had been even more dismissive. "He's fine. Let him pout, and he'll feel better when he's done."

They'd deliberately walked behind Jake, so he could be alone with his thoughts. As they neared the resort, the main beach and pool areas were packed with guests enjoying the beautiful afternoon. Jake paused at one point to wait for Callie and Andre, and when he saw them, they were walking side by side past the crowds of tourists. Andre's big arm was commandingly around Callie's waist. For the briefest moment, the gesture didn't seem like Andre was just being his friendly self-- the way he always had been with his wife. The gesture seemed possessive. "Look at us, everyone. We're a couple. She's mine, and I'm hers." For just a moment, they were the couple, and Jake was the man who once had a wife, but now was walking alone.

Then the moment was gone-- washed away by the tides of Jake's anger from the scuba diving incident.

But now that fleeting glance came roaring back. Callie walking with Andre's arm around her waist, content being steered and led by this stranger with the big muscles, and the six pack, and the exotic skin. Giving no thought to the emotional state of her husband

June's story also came to mind-- the horrible heartbreak he'd suffered. And seeing Callie's momentary stumble to Jake's question, for the first time, he wondered if he needed to be worried for all new reasons.

"Uh huh," Jake said in a sarcastic reply.

Callie spun and reddened. "What?" She asked defensively. "He wanted to give me a tour around the islands. There's over two dozen, and they're all part of a dormant volcanic ring."

Jake rolled his eyes. "Uh huh," he said again. "I'll bet that's all he wanted to show you."

Callie's face reddened more, but instead of embarrassment, he saw a flash of anger. "What are you saying? Are you saying I'm some kind of slut?"

Callie's abrupt choice of words sounded foreign coming from her mouth. Jake found himself so startled, that he back pedaled. "I'm not saying anything like that. I'm saying that he's just like any guy, and he was alone on a boat with you while you're half naked. He was probably hoping he could make something happen, and that's probably why he drove away."

Callie rolled her eyes. "And I'm such a slut that I can't control myself, right? Without your supervision, I'll just fuck any guy that I'm alone with? Well maybe next time, I will, since you think so highly of me. Since you think I'm so much like Mei, maybe next time I'm alone with Andre, I'll make it happen, so you don't have to wonder. I'll do some wild kinky shit with my new friend that I'd never do with you. I'll bet he's got a big dick too. A real big one. What do you think of that?"

Her tone was ferocious. Her eyes were glaring and her cheeks were red. This was definitely not the sweet innocent farm girl from Indiana. Jake wasn't sure what stung him worse-- her expression of raw contempt, or her words and suggestions. As he stood, utterly dumbfound by her outburst, every instinct in his body told him not to push back. To push back meant she might actually make good on that threat. That she would be so mad at him that she would storm out of their room right now and cheat on Jake on their honeymoon. And Jake would be the one to blame, all because he couldn't control his anger at the situation.

"I-I--" he stammered, taking a step back. His stomach felt like he'd been punched hard and deep. His chest actually hurt. His heart felt like it had been stomped on.

Callie's tone was still angry and emboldened. "I'm sorry I didn't wait around on the boat like the good obedient little wifey, while you goofed around underwater all day. Is that what you want? A possession to just sit around and wait for you twenty four, seven? I'm not some dog waiting for its master to come home. You were so preoccupied swimming around-- something that we only did because *you* wanted to-- I'm surprised you even noticed we were gone. We even figured you probably wouldn't have noticed the boat was missing, and we'd come back and you'd be none-the-wiser... probably still swimming around with turtles and fish. Not that it matters. It wasn't all about pranking you, Jake. Andre figured you'd be busy for a while, so he took me on a tour around the islands to keep me entertained. It was nice, and it was fun, and it was exciting. I don't regret it, because you and I haven't done shit on this trip. All you've been doing is laying around in the room for days, and you expect me to do the same? Well sorry that my new friend decided that, once again, laying around waiting for you might not be fun for me. If you're going to be my anchor this whole trip, you may as well just go home."

Her words were like a slap to the face. Was that an ultimatum? 'Stop being mad, or we're breaking up'? He couldn't tell, but the sudden prospect that she might be serious deeply frightened him in a way he'd never felt before. Jake had spent most of his life with Callie in it, and now was the prospect that they might be over, just because he was overreacting to something. It called into question just how valid this entire argument really was. Maybe he'd been right to get upset initially, but was he right to keep harping on this? Was he right to let it ruin their vacation and jeopardize his marriage?

More than that, was Callie right? Her words caught him off guard-- yes, he'd spent a lot of time laying in the room from his sunburn, but he'd thought Callie had been content to entertain herself. Had he been wrong? Had she been miserable and secretly resenting him because of their lack of time together?

The thoughts that her words triggered broke his heart. Jake wasn't even aware that he was doing it until he felt his diaphragm quiver. He was crying.

"Is that what you really think of me?" he asked.

Now it was Callie's turn to be taken aback. She looked genuinely surprised to see Jake's sudden change of direction, and even more surprised to see him cry.

She softened, although her expression was still cautious calculating. "Hey, I'm sorry I said all that," she slipped her arms around him and eased him to the bed. "I was just angry and wanted to make you as upset as you were making me."

Jake nodded, not trusting himself to talk as his breath came in ragged gasps and sniffles.

They held each other for a while on the bed. Jake's head cradled against Callie's chest. She was still in her towel, and her skin was damp and warm, smelling strongly of fresh soap.

"Sorry if I ruined the vacation for you," Jake murmured.

She patted his head in a gesture of 'it's okay'. "Sorry about what happened when we were scuba diving," Callie admitted. "I really didn't think it would bother you as badly as it did."

Jake nodded, deciding he had no reason not to believe that. Maybe he just wanted to. Maybe his thoughts were so muddled with the pain and fear of earlier this afternoon, that he didn't want to fight this battle much longer. It wasn't the kind of thing that he could win, and to continue to push it would only cause irreparable damage to the memories they were hoping to make on this vacation. He wanted to come home with fun stories for their friends and family. He couldn't deprive Callie of that, just because something had bothered him.

They needed to salvage this and move past it. "What would you like to do tonight?" Jake asked. "Anything you want."

"Well there's supposedly a festival happening in town," Callie admitted. "Some sort of celebration of fertility or something. It's a touristy thing, like Mardi Gras, or Day of the Dead."

"It's in town? Is it safe?" Jake asked, remembering that they were advised not to leave the resort.

"It is, but it's crowded with tourists and should be perfectly safe," she explained.

"Did Andre tell you about this?" Jake asked.

Callie hesitated, but admitted that was the case.

Jake held his tongue. He didn't trust Andre. Not after this afternoon, when he'd been assured that they'd watch out for him and Andre had left him in the water to fend for himself. And there was still another matter that Jake hadn't brought up-- the sunken cigarette boat with the body inside. He didn't tell anyone... mostly because of his suspicions of the cartel, and he was brutally afraid that down here, in a resort run by the cartel, saying anything to anyone might be a death sentence. He could easily end up in the bottom of the ocean, just like the corpse. And he definitely didn't want Callie to know. She'd freak out.

Callie must have sensed where Jake was going with his apparent distrust, because she said, "He won't need to come along, if that's what you're worried about. It can just be the two of us."

Jake tried not to let his relief show as much as it did. He almost seemed to sag with relief.

"Okay," he said. His sour mood lifting. "Let's check it out."

***

Jake was feeling a little more relief when he saw the crowds on the streets. These didn't look like the scary depressed impoverished citizens that they'd passed on the drive from the airport. This was a party crowd. This was a celebration.

Neither of them quite understood the festival, but did there really need to be a reason to drink and to party? Most people weren't Irish, but St. Patty's day was still a hit.

People crowded the streets and sidewalks. The sound was tremendous. Parade floats and revelers marched down the streets holding overly large flamboyant paper mache puppets. There was a vibe about it all that reminded Jake of voodoo movies from New Orleans.



The music was loud, the crowds were drunk, and the area was packed. At least one of them had dressed for the occasion.

Callie was drawing a lot of attention with her outfit, and Jake was left, once again, questioning where this stranger that he thought he knew had come from. The confidence she was demonstrating was certainly not the Callie from Indiana.

She was wearing the dress that Andre had bought for her during her shopping trip. The fact that Andre had paid for it made Jake uneasy. But it wasn't helped by the way Callie looked in it. It was the red dress-- not the white one from the other night when she'd gone dancing. It was skin tight around her hour glass frame. It hugged her hips and her round ass, and stopped at the middle of her smooth bare thighs. More than that, it displayed her cleavage... a lot of it. Her tits looked full and huge (not that they weren't already). But it was practically a body suit on her, and the tops of her breasts were nearly popping out of her dress, giving her cleavage for days.

She'd styled her hair and made sure it was crimpy and curly. She'd done her makeup-- something she didn't often do, and it showed. Her skills were slightly amateur. Mostly she went the innocent route-- lashes, rosy cheeks, and lip gloss. Regardless, she looked good. But she definitely didn't look like herself. The heels that she wore were nothing immense, but they were high enough to render her taller than Jake's meager 5'8" frame.

This blonde white girl, in a crowd of mixed races drew a lot of glances. Jake was beginning to recognize a lot of the expressions that he saw-- resentful looks from the women, lusty glances from the men. It made him feel kind of good that he was with a woman who was so desired, but it also made him uneasy. Especially when those same men looked his way, and their glance of lust turned to one of amusement and mocking. All of them seemed darker than him, exotic, more muscular, and better built. And they were regarding him as though he was some novelty. "She's with you? Are you her brother or is this some charity fuck?"

Callie and Jake shouldered their way through the crowds of party goers. Both of them feeling a little lost. Like children. Callie checked her phone several times, discreetly, when Jake wasn't looking.

Eventually they found a cantina with open walls exposed to the crowded streets. They had a lot of name brand beers, which surprised Jake. That was a relief. He didn't have to trust third world local stuff that may or may not have been brewed in someone's bathtub.

Callie ordered, leaning against the bar. Jake frowned when he noticed the bartender's eyes go to her cleavage. Callie was oblivious, as usual. Rather than let it bother him, Jake turned back to the street, and watched the parade pass by the cheering throngs.

While Callie waited for her wine cooler and Jake's beer, she checked her phone, bit her lip, and sent a few text messages to Andre. A small flash of color painted her cheeks a guilty shade of pink. Then she tucked her phone back into her bra.

She joined Jake out front. It was hard traveling. Even in the cantina space, people were packed wall to wall, loud and drunk. Music was blasting and confetti was raining from the open windows where it was tossed from. It fluttered like multi-colored rain.

Callie had to squeeze past a number of people just to catch up to Jake. Several times she felt her tits or ass brush against strange men, and more than once, she thought she might have felt a hand on her. The feelings always brought heat to her face, making her blush with nervous embarrassment. But there was also something... a little thrilling. A moment of shame and lewdness passing like a drunken thought before it was gone forever. Even going only the fifteen feet out to Jake was like swimming against the current.

She reached him and handed him his beer.

"This is cool, right?" She asked, her eyes were big and starry. The excitement was palpable. She was overwhelmed and scared by the masses of people, but it was also exciting. There was an energy about the place the swelled in waves as powerful and crashing as the ocean.

"This is crazy!" Jake had to shout to be heard. A delighted smile was on his face. And for a brief moment, as Callie saw the youthful innocent energy in Jake's expression, she fell in love with him all over again. She felt guilty for the past few days, and wanted to be only with him.

...then her phone vibrated against her skin, and she felt the heat build on her face... and between her legs...

***

Callie and Jake had shouldered their way through the crowd for a better view of the street. They held hands and enjoyed their beers, watching the parade pass in front of them.

Callie had slipped her phone from her top and had been discreetly messaging, holding the device low. Jake hadn't noticed. There was just too much going on for him to pay attention to everything. His eyes were always moving. And the pounding of drums over the shouts of the crowd was almost tribal. It brought back Callie's own memories of Andre.

Her heart was pounding and there was a tremble to her hand that was becoming more and more obvious as she awaited his text replies. Then the screen lit up, and she glanced up, then back down, then to Jake. She was trembling in nervous energy.

"Umm... I need to go find a bathroom," she had to shout to be heard.

"They probably have one at the cantina," Jake gestured over his shoulder. "C'mon, we'll go ask."

"No, no," Callie insisted almost immediately. "You wait here and save our spots. I'll be back in a minute."

"Are you sure? I don't want you to go alone," he insisted.

"There's too many people around for anything to happen. Don't worry." She leaned up and gave him a kiss on the cheek. "Do you want another beer?" Callie asked.

"Uh, sure," Jake said after some thought.

Then Callie was shouldering her way through the crowd, urgently fixing her hair, her dress, checking her makeup, making sure she looked good. Her heart was pounding harder than it ever had. Just like on the boat, she felt like she was playing a dangerous game, with Jake so close by. But she couldn't stop herself. The adrenaline was immense, and the thrill-- addicting.

Andre was easy to spot. He stood almost a full head taller than most of the people around him. His face dark and intense.

The crowd parted a bit and Callie stepped over to him.

"Mmmmm," he purred as he looked her up and down. Though he didn't speak loudly, his voice seemed to resonate stronger than all the ambient noise around her. "Looking sexy, baby."

"Th-thanks," she managed to get out, completely enamored by the sight of the towering man. And before she could say much more, Andre scooped her up, nearly lifting her feet off the ground, and pressed his lips hungrily to hers.

The bartender gave her a confused glance, knowing this man wasn't her husband. And Callie felt a moment of panic. But then the bartender gave a disinterested shrug and resumed his duties, as Andre's strong tongue asserted its way into her mouth and began to wrestle with hers.

Callie shut her eyes, and moaned in a lusty voice, allowing her body to melt against the muscle-bound god. Her tongue played back with his. There was something reassuring, even about the way he lifted her and pulled her into him. Like nobody would question or challenge either of them. She was certain, if he started to take her right then, everyone around them would shrug like it was the most normal thing in the world.

Finally, Andre broke the kiss and set her back down. "I thought about you all day, baby," he said with a note of calm composure as he looked her up and down.

"Did you?" Callie asked, feeling like a smitten teenager, as though it couldn't be possible that she dominated this man's thoughts.

Andre took her hand and placed it on the front of his pants. Callie could feel his giant penis through the expensive material, hard and yearning to break free.

"Oh," she yelped, a little surprised that he would do such a thing with this many people around. But when she looked around, nobody seemed to notice. They were all packed too tightly together in the small space to even see where her hands were. After a moment, she bit her lip and smiled, giving his cock a curious squeeze.

"I thought about this all day," she said with a giggle and a teasing stroke.

"I bought you something," he said, taking a swig of his beer before removing a box from his trouser pocket.

"What?" she asked, a little taken aback. "I thought the dress and the shoes would be enough."

"No... this is something I want you to wear for the rest of your trip. So we both know it's a gift from me."

"O-okay," Callie felt a little uneasy, but she was sure she could pass it off as jewelry that she had already owned. Jake didn't pay enough attention to jewelry to know what was new and what she already had.

Callie wasn't exactly sure what to expect, but when Andre opened the box, she saw a thin chain of gold. It sparkled beautifully. She couldn't tell if it was a necklace or a bracelet at first, but when she picked it up and inspected it, Andre must have read her confusion. "It's an anklet." He said. His smile confident that she would like it.

"I've never worn one before," Callie admitted, but there was something about such an article of jewelry that enticed her. She felt like it was a symbol of being a bad girl, however subtle it might be. She fingered the charm on it. A black spade, like on a deck of cards. It seemed slightly out of place on something so beautiful.

Callie glanced at him questioningly.

"That's just a little symbol that I think represents us," Andre assured her, taking the anklet from her fingers and sliding to his knees at the bar, not even waiting for her reaction as he started to put it around her ankle. His hands roaming over her heel-clad feet and smooth legs. "I got my start at this resort at age fourteen, as a blackjack dealer," Andre explained, clasping it around her ankle and admiring her legs. "It's not too romantic, that it'll raise some questions... not on the outside. But if you take the stem away, and turn it upside down, it's a heart. And it--"

"It's black," Callie interrupted him with a smitten smile.

Andre nodded smoothly, that same firm confident smile on his lips. "That's why I picked it, baby," he said and planted a warm wet kiss on the inside of her thigh.

Callie bit her lip. "It's perfect," she said. "I love it. Thank you."

"So you'll wear it?"

"Yes. Of course," she said and ran her hand over Andre's head. She wasn't just turned on, but her heart was fluttering. She felt guilty about Jake. She truly did. Her emotions were something that she'd been wrestling with since this whole roller coaster had started. But for the moment, all she could think about was the black man putting jewelry on her.

Andre licked his lips, then slid his mouth higher along her inner thighs. Callie suddenly gasped as she felt the hem line of her skirt start to inch dangerously high.

Her hand was still on Andre's head, but she wasn't doing anything to stop him. The crowd around them seemed not to notice... or care that he was knelt between her legs. His nose pushed her dress higher. Callie's eyes widened with concern and trembling anxiety.

Her gaze darted around. Out on the sidewalks, she could see the back of Jake's head, watching the parade. Bits of confetti were stuck in his strawberry blonde hair. He was oblivious. The boyish smile on his lips. His big eyes taking in the sights of the festivities. Callie felt a flash of sadness for him, of guilt...

Then Andre's hot breath was on the sensitive skin at the top of her inner thigh. She could feel his warm tongue slide from her thigh to her damp panties, and the heat from his tongue as he pressed it into her. That flash of guilt was gone. Callie's eyes rolled back in her head. Her hand came down hard on the edge of the bar, gripping it to make sure her knees didn't go out from under her and spill her to the dirty floor.

Andre's expert tongue worked over her already wet panties, tracing lines along her slit. Then they were being pulled to the side, and Andre's tongue tickled the folds of her bare skin.

Callie nearly cried out at the bolts of pleasure that shot up through her body. Her breath came out in little high-pitched squeals that were lost to the thunderous noise of the crowds.

She couldn't catch her breath. Her chest rose and fell from the taboo thrill. This man was licking her pussy in front of a crowd of hundreds, and nothing about his demeanor said that he was the least bit concerned with getting caught. He didn't care, he was going to do it, and nobody could stop him.

Callie's face flushed red and her hips gave a spasmodic little jerk against Andre's tongue. She couldn't believe this was happening. Andre's tongue lapped at her like a hungry dog. Fuck, even his tongue was big. Callie worked her hips more against his face, a slow rhythm. It was like their mating dance at the club-- the one that had brought Callie to orgasm in front of hundreds of people. Only this was way more conspicuous. Anyone could look over and see Andre's upturned face between Callie's legs. Anyone could see her pussy, exposed to the night air. But yet, Andre didn't care. And if Andre didn't care, she shouldn't either. She trusted him.

The music pounded outside. The drumbeat of the parade felt similar to that night on the dance floor. Tribal and rhythmic. The sound made her instantly wet.

The parade passing before her, the party, the crowds, the shared sense of a powerful experience all culminated in a thrilling euphoria that couldn't be matched.

She shut her eyes, resolved to enjoy the experience. Her hand ran over the smooth skin of Andre's scalp and she pushed his hungry face harder against her snatch. Callie let out a moan, as another wave of pleasure made her hips buck like they'd taken a sudden jolt of electricity.

"Oh my god," she panted, her chest rising and falling in long deep breaths. With the open night air on her cleavage, she was aware of how tantalizing her breasts must look with her rapid breathing-- opening and squeezing together, back and forth.

Callie's legs were shaking. Andre steadied her with his big hands firmly on each thigh. Her hips gyrated to the beat of the drums.

Callie's eyes widened again as another wave of pleasure rocked her. She spotted Jake in the crowd. He turned and waved at her. Her breath caught in her throat for a moment. Then she smiled and waved back, as composed as she could possibly be. From his vantage point, he'd never be able to see what was happening-- never be able to see Andre knelt between his wife's legs, or the way Callie's tits were squeezing together in her low cut dress from her heavy breathing. He was oblivious. Callie glanced around and made a gesture to him about a long wait.

He flashed her a thumbs up, understanding, before turning back to the street. He looked away just in time, because a moment later, Andre pushed his tongue into just the right spot, sliding against her clit and plunging into her pussy.

Both of Callie's hands shot off of Andre's head and grasped the bar. Her legs went weak and for a moment she was sitting on Andre's face. Fireworks flashed across her vision and she couldn't be certain if they were happening out on the street, or if they were in her mind. But the pleasure that rolled through her was undeniable. She was cumming against Andre's tongue. Her moans were so loud, that anyone passing by should have been able to hear them, but thankfully the crowd was louder.

When it was all over, Andre emerged from between her legs, unapologetic. Callie stared at him in shaky and smitten disbelief. She was at a total loss for words.

"Take these off, right now," Andre told her, tugging at her panties. The intensity was gleaming in his eyes. "From now on, you don't walk around in any dress I bought you wearing panties. Got it?"

Callie found herself nodding to the lewd and firm command. Andre had a power over her, and she knew it. Without a single word of protest, she slipped her underwear down her legs, and stepped out of them.

Andre retrieved them and put them in his pocket. "You'll get these back when I think you deserve them back," he said.

"O-okay," Callie said. Her breath was still unsteady, and her voice was shaky.

"Now get that big ass back out there were it belongs-- on the street with your husband," Andre said and gave her butt a firm smack.

Callie jumped a bit. But then she giggled, slightly nervous. She peered back at Andre, a little disappointed that he was dismissing her already. He'd only gone down on her, and though her orgasm was incredible, Callie desperately wanted more.

"W-where will you be?" Callie asked, a bit alarmed.

"Don't worry, baby girl. I'll be around. I won't go far," he assured her.

Callie stumbled back to Jake's side in a daze. As Jake smiled at her and laced his fingers through hers, Callie couldn't help but wonder what Andre meant by that. What other risks would Andre take tonight? She wanted to be nervous, but just as powerful was the feeling of anticipation and excitement. They were at fever pitch.

***

Callie couldn't calm herself, as she stood in the crowd with Jake. They were packed in shoulder to shoulder with strangers. But that didn't help. She could sense Andre's presence among them, somewhere. And she knew his eyes were on her.

Her heart was pounding in her ears, in time with the drum beats of the carnival attendees. Her breathing was fast. She kept squirming, rubbing her thighs together to satisfy the heat between her legs. Andre had really worked her up, having gotten her started, then abruptly stepping away. Her pussy was soaked, and the fact that she was standing here, panty-less wasn't helping. She felt so exposed... so naughty. And Jake didn't have the first clue. He didn't know that the reason her hips were gyrating were because she was craving Andre's black cock and his thick seed. She had brushed it off as a combination of the alcohol, and swaying to the beat of the music. Jake seemed to accept this lie, because he didn't question it, and he allowed himself to dance in the same way beside her.

She was a bit embarrassed for him, because while he watched the carnival come down the street, Callie's eyes were always scanning, but not at the festivities. She was looking for Andre. She was wearing his special anklet, she'd shed her underwear for him, and she'd accepted the orgasm that she gave her. And sending her back to Jake was like he was toying with her. He was playing a game, and it was working. He was like a shark circling her, and sooner or later he'd come back for another go at her.

The thought alone made Callie break out in goosebumps. All thoughts of Jake were nearly forgotten, lost in Andre's shadow.

She wasn't sure how long she'd been standing there, waiting in anticipation for something to happen, before she finally felt it. A lone hand on her ass. It could have been an accident, it could have been innocent. But somehow, Callie knew that it wasn't. She quivered at the thought. Andre had somehow stealthily sidled up behind the pair of newly weds and was touching her.

Callie pretended not to notice.

A moment later and it came again. This wasn't someone simply bumping into her. This was a definite touch, a distinct hand. It gave one of her round ass cheeks a squeeze, then trailed its way down lower.

Callie swallowed, and risked a glance at Jake. He smiled at her and turned back to the parade. Oblivious. Jake didn't know it was happening. Callie bit her lip, and shut her eyes at the thrill. The hand trailed lower, and she felt it begin to ease the back of her dress up her legs.

She let it, feeling it travel smoothly up, inch by pain-staking inch, until it stopped just shy of the bottom of her perky butt.



"Go on," she urged in her head, not looking back. She allowed herself to sink backward into the crowd slightly. Jake would be less likely to notice if she was a little behind him.

The hand continued to roam and explore. It came free of the fabric of her dress, and she felt fingertips on the back of her bare leg.

Callie sucked in a breath and moved her hips from side to side, teasing her body against Andre's invading fingers. The hand moved with her butt, then began to ease back up, sliding beneath the fabric now, to cup her bare skin.

Callie allowed her eyes to glance at faces of strangers on all sides of her. Nobody knew it was happening. Just her, and Andre. It was their little secret. Callie pushed her butt back into the hand, giving him more than just a touch-- giving him a whole handful of her flesh. The fingers sank into her butt and gave her a rough squeeze, that made her almost jump.

She had to let go of Jake's hand, no longer trusting their intertwined fingers to not betray what was happening. She smiled up at him innocent, and pretended to switch her wine cooler to the other hand. Jake had no clue the real reason, and as soon as his focus returned to the parade, Callie eased further back into the crowd. Now she was half looking over Jake's shoulder into the festivities in the street.

The hand continued to grope and pinch. Callie bit her lip, and reached back, grasping the invading hand. She removed it from her skirt, then started to slide it up her hip, up her tummy, and stopping just beneath her breast.

The hand roamed further up, cupping one of her double D's and giving it a lewd squeeze. Callie's breath caught in her throat, she was dizzy with excitement. Her skirt was practically bunched into nothing. She was without any kind of underwear. And now, her tits were being fondled here in public. It was almost too much.

As one hand continued to work over her tits, squeezing and fondling and pinching, another returned to her ass. Callie smiled in self satisfaction. Her body was driving Andre nuts. Tentatively, she reached behind herself for a feel of him. Her hands came to rest on the crotch of his pants, and Callie smiled in delight as she felt the hard and ready bulge beneath the fabric. She began to rub, her palms moving along the length.

Callie was no stranger risky lewd acts in public, but this was on a level she'd never experienced before. She was rubbing a cock while being felt up, standing shoulder to shoulder with hundreds of people. And her oblivious husband was right by her side. Somehow the presence of Jake only intensified the thrill-- the risks were greater, as were the consequences for being caught. She felt like a bad kid, sneaking out on a school night to visit a boy that she was forbidden to see. It seemed impossible that any of this could be happening, and yet it was.

Her nipples hardened beneath her dress, pressing through the fabric. The black groping hands that fondled and violated her big white tits had managed to skew the fabric. One of her areolas was showing. And still she didn't resist. Her breasts moving up and down as she stood partly behind Jake, trying not to moan in his ear or breathe too hard on his shoulder.

Her fingers slipped into the folded fabric to find Andre's zipper. She lowered it slowly, knowing full well what her intentions were-- as crazy as they might be. Andre responded by hiking her dress up higher, stopping at the middle of her butt cheeks.

Callie bent forward, ever so slightly, ready to welcome her new lover into her body on this amazing night, here in the shadows and the crowds, with her husband by her side, the confetti in the air, the music in her ears, and the adrenaline in her veins.

Her fingers found the thick hard shaft, and when she produced it from the pants behind her, Callie startled. Something was wrong. She ran her hands up and down along the length, feeling for every inch.

She wasn't going crazy. Something was definitely off. She wasn't exactly an expert, but she had slept with Andre enough times to know that this couldn't possible be Andre's cock. Although the one in her hands was large, impressively so-- long and thick and lanky... it was definitely no Andre.

As the realization dawned her, Callie gasped, and turned to glance over her shoulder. She stared into the smiling face of one of the resort guards. He was in plain clothes, but his face was unmistakable. Dark skin, a caterpillar mustache, and when he grinned, a gold tooth caught the lights of the parade torches and reflected it back at her.

Callie was stunned. Her eyes began to dart around, to rethink this. But then she spotted him. Behind the guard's shoulder, was Andre. He towered over the two of them, having tucked himself further back to not catch Jake's eye. And to Callie's shock, Andre was grinning, pleased with himself.

What was happening? Andre was perfectly aware of all of this. Had he arranged for this? Set this up? Why would he do that? Callie thought she had something special and exclusive with Andre.

But before she could question it further, the guard took hold of Callie by the hips, spread her legs, and guided his cock between her thighs. Callie went willingly, too stunned to resist. His bare, unprotected cock pressed against her wet folds, and though it wasn't Andre, the feeling of a large dark cock against her sex sent jolts of pleasure up through her body.

Oh god.

Then the guard pulled Callie back into his thrust, and his cock slid into her womanhood. This man was now the second person in one week to desecrate her marriage vows. As his cock slid home, Callie shot one more unsure glance at Andre.

He was staring straight back at her. A firm look to his face, like he was supervising this whole event. He nodded slowly at her. Not just a look of approval. Another command-- a command for her to keep going. To let this happen and to enjoy it.

Then the guard sank the length of his shaft into her body, and Callie could no longer hold back the pleasure, the thrill, the sinful deviance that she felt. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth dropped open, and a silent moan escaped her lips.

She turned to face forward and let this man take her by the hips, pulling and pushing her body against his, plunging his thick powerful dark cock in and out of her again and again. This stranger... this complete stranger was fucking her in a crowd while she stood just behind her husband. And she was letting it. She was even enjoying it. How twisted she was for enjoying this. But the more she belittled herself for doing something unspeakable, the more aroused she became. She felt dirty. She felt trashy. She felt like an object. And objects didn't feel bad for being what they were.

Callie started to move her hips back into the man's thrusts. Their movements were slow, controlled and discreet. She could feel the way his cock swelled each time it sank into her womb. She could feel the way his balls knocked heavily against her inner thighs when he was fully inside of her. The way his scratchy pubic hair tickled her skin.

As the guard penetrated the most sacred parts of her body, that she'd only pledged to Jake for eternity, Callie felt her body naturally wanting to bend forward, to take the guard deeper and to thoroughly enjoy her public violation.

But the guard reached a hand across her chest and pulled her upright, making sure she didn't give them away. His hand fondled and rubbed her chest, threatening to spill her tits out into the night. Callie's voice was completely lost to the moment. She couldn't make a sound, even if she wanted to. This was crazy.

Callie braced and pushed back against the man. His cock was incredible. Huge and penetrating. She knew nothing about this man, other than his scrappy face, and perpetual scowl as he guarded the resort. But now she was letting him do things to her that she didn't even let her own husband do.

She fucked him, quiet as a mouse. If anyone in the crowd even noticed her subtle back and forth motion of her busty body, they didn't let on. The guard behind her was grinning ear to ear, his gold tooth shown brightly. She peered over her shoulder to Andre. He watched, arms folded, supervising. If he was turned on by this display, or jealous, or any other emotion, she couldn't tell.

She couldn't imagine what she must look like. Not just to Andre, but to anyone else in the crowd who happened to look down at just the right angle and see this big black dick disappearing beneath this white woman's dress, as she clung to her husband like the two-timing hussy that she was. They'd see the pleasant way her half exposed ass cheeks mashed and jiggled against this man's pants. The way her dress struggled to contain her chest as she fought to catch her breath.

Fuck, it was all too much. Callie needed it rough. She needed to get fucked deep and hard. Out here, in the crowd, the best she could manage was a slow steady pace that was meant to be discreet, to blend in with the ebb and flow of the crowd. It was excruciating. She couldn't take it much longer. Her hips fought for an orgasm that they desperately needed, but wasn't coming, because her nerves were wound too tightly, getting fucked this close to her husband, staring at the back of his head and praying to god that he didn't turn around.

She opened her mouth. "I have to--" her voice caught. It was dry. The guard continued to fuck her, although he sensed something about to happen and removed his invasive hand from her chest. Still, his slow thrusts resumed, and Callie's dripping pussy continued to happily consume his shaft.

"I have to... work my way to the bathroom again," Callie said in Jake's ear, hoping that the noise and music helped to mask how out of sorts her voice currently was.

"You broke the seal, huh?" Jake smiled to himself, watching a group of fire twirlers march down the street, in perfect synchronicity.

"Uh huh," Callie shut her eyes and winced as the guard stabbed his dick into her womb. She fought to keep her voice controlled.

"Alright, I'll save you a spot," Jake shouted back to her.

Callie hardly waited. She withdrew the guard's dick from her body, fixed her dress enough to be passable, and turned to Andre and the guard. The lust was clear in her eyes... a burning desire that could only be extinguished in one way. Grabbing both men by the belt, she led them through the crowd.

***

The alley behind the cantina was filthy. On any other occasion, Callie would be horrified and disgusted to even venture in. It was narrow. Trash was strewn about. Graffiti and rusted out dumpsters lined the walls. There was an unmistakable smell of rotting food, and smoke (some from cigarettes and some from more illegal substances).

But the alley was close by, and it was completely empty. And now that Callie could get a better look at the guard from the resort gates, she was sure that nobody would try to interrupt them. Both men were formidable.

The guard was a big broad shouldered man. He was shorter than Andre, but that expected. "This is more like it," he said. His voice was gruff and his accent was thick. "Ready to be fucked like the back alley whore that you are?"

Callie was stunned, and a little afraid. She glanced at Andre, as if she expected him to say something about the man's choice in words. Andre didn't. But he was hardly intimidated by the guard... if anything... he was the one controlling the situation.

"Tell him you're ready for him," Andre said, and the firm way he spoke, made Callie tremble.

She faced the guard, and tried to smile, but her lips were faltering, nervous, and still in a lusty daze from the discreet fucking. "P-please..." her voice was soft, unsteady. "Fuck me... like the back alley whore that I am."

As the words rolled out of her mouth, she felt a strange heat between her thighs. Did saying those things actually turn her on? She felt the same odd rush of sexuality when those black men back in college had cat-called her 'big white titties'. And she kind of liked it.

"Fuck my trashy white body... before my husband finds out you used me as a cum dumpster." She had never said anything like that in her life-- the words inspired by her surroundings. She felt like she was free falling... all sense of self control was lost. She turned around, and inched up her skirt until her bare ass and pussy came into view. She peered back over her shoulder at the men to see their reactions.

encouraged by her suddenly lewdness, the guard stepped forward, and grabbed a handful of Callie's golden hair. "I'm about to, little white American street trash," he snarled in her ear. There was something animalistic about the man's aggression that reminded Callie once again of the animal kingdom. His breath smelled of cheap whisky and tobacco, and when he gave her face a slap, Callie cried out with surprise. Then the man was yanking down his fly, once again, and driving his cock straight into her already soaked pussy.

This time his thrusts were far less controlled. Nothing like the slow discreet way that they'd fucked on the street. He didn't so much fuck her, as he did 'take her'. He bent Callie over the lid of a battered tin garbage can, yanked her by the hips, and thrust his cock deep into her pink pussy lips with such velocity that Callie couldn't even suck in the air needed to cry out.

"Little white tease bitch," he grunted, and he began his fast relentless thrusting.

Callie held onto the trash can. It rocked crazily beneath her body, as she was pulverized from behind. Thank god she was already so turned on and wet, otherwise his aggressive thrusts may have actually been painful. But Andre had gotten her started in the bar. Had he premeditated that? And speaking of Andre, where was he?

Callie held on for her life while the guard used her body like a fuck toy. She saw Andre standing to one side, his arms folded, his head cocked, not just watching her being pounded-- he was supervising, making sure it was happening to his standards.

"Ohhh god," Callie finally found her voice to moan. She stared at Andre, trying to comprehend what was going on his head, as this strange man violated her in a filthy alley.

She shut her eyes, remembering her long standing fantasy-- the one she'd confided to Jake and he'd been very against. The one where she was forced by men in an alley. Now here she was, in a filthy alley, with two black men, being roughed up and bent over a trash can. And though Callie had come here consensually, she was absolutely certain that if she wanted this to stop, the guard behind her would not.

He's not stopping, her mind told her. He's not stopping until he has his fun with your pretty white pussy. Maybe even your mouth that you'd used to pledge your love for your husband. Or even your most sacred and tight places on your body...

Even as Callie thought it, she realized that the pleasure had built in her. It was too late to stop it. She was climaxing as this monstrous animal fucked her relentlessly from behind.

"Oh god!" she moaned, as her knees went weak. She desperately clung to the top of the wobbling trash can. This time it wasn't just a possibility-- her big tits really did pop out of her dress, having been jostled by the intensity of this man's mating. Her big pale boobs mashed into the rusty grit of the cold lid.

"The whore loves it," the guard reported, happily. "Bitch is cumming on my cock. Do you love black dick, slut?" he asked, cracking her a good hard slap across the ass (that she was positive would leave a hand print), then grabbing her roughly under the chin and tilting her head back so she could speak.

"Yes!" she cried out through the blinding pleasure and pain that her body was giving her. "I love black cock! I'm a whore for black cock!"

"No, you're just a whore," the guard pulled her back until she was nearly standing, and slid his tongue along her face, tasting the sweet scent of her skin. Then he shoved her back down over the trash can and continued his assault of her pussy. His cock a dark piston, plunging in and out. Her body struggling to keep up, to swallow all of him.

Callie clung to the lid for dear life, the experience beyond her imagination. She caught sight of Andre, watching like a protector. She couldn't stop herself. She needed the whole fantasy.

"Fuck my mouth," she managed to cry out to him. "Please." She boosted herself up on her arms, bracing upright so he could see her big white boobs swinging and jiggling with the wild fucking that the man behind her was delivering. "I want you both to show this little white married slut her place."

Even as she said it, Andre came forward as silent as a shadow.

He stood in front of her and cupped her upturned face in his hands like he was caressing something precious. She could barely keep still long enough to stare into his eyes. The guard was fucking her with such ferocity that her whole body was jerking forward with each stab of his dick. Her blonde hair flying into her face.

"Are you ready to fuck with both of us, white girl?" Andre said, as though it would be the most important question of her life, and to say yes would mean permanent consequences.

"Yes," she cried out, and ran her tongue lewdly around her lips.

Andre didn't question it further. He roughly pushed her back down on top of the garbage can lid. The gesture so crude and disrespectful... nothing like how they'd begun their affair. This was two men treating her body like an object of pleasure, and nothing more. Something to fuck and discard. Callie never felt more cheap, and yet more desired in her life. To these men, she had a sole purpose and nothing more.

Then Andre was pinning her in place with one hand on her back while he used his other to remove his cock from his pants. It hung in space for a second, the enormity of his manhood like a looming threat.

Then, there in the dark alley, with the carnival going on mere feet from them, and Jake obliviously watching the fun, these two dark skinned men violated Callie in more ways than she ever thought possible.

Callie parted her lips. She was already gasping for breath, and Andre filled her mouth with his huge black sword. His cock entered and plunged deep, all the while the guard groaned from the pleasure that her pussy was bringing.

Callie's head was swimming. She was being fucked by two men like a cheerleader at a drunken college party. She was bent over a trash can and two men had their dicks in her. Two black men. Their cocks went in and out of her, back and forth. Neither man was particularly gentle. She could feel their big strong hands on her body, leveraging her back and forth between the two of them. She was their cock sleeve and she was being shoved back and forth along their erections to their heart's content, regardless of her enjoyment. That all seemed secondary.

Andre's cock plunged deeper than she had ever had the bravery to take it before. And when it hit the back of her throat, it took every effort to not gag or choke. Meanwhile, the guard's body was a blur. His heavy balls swung back and forth, smacking heavily into her body with each thrust.

Both men were groaning and snarling. "Yeah, fuck this slut," one of them said. She couldn't even be sure who was talking. Both voices deep and authoritative.

"Fuck, this is some prime white pussy you found."

"And this white whore is married."

"Poor husband."

Callie could do nothing but hang on and moan against Andre's thrusting cock. The veins and muscles in his shaft becoming second nature to her now. She navigating them with her tongue as her voice cried out again and again on his dick.

"What if her white boy comes back here and sees?"

"Then the poor cuckold will see what a whore his wife really is," the other replied.

"What about it, white slut?" The guard asked, smacking her in the face, demanding an answer. Callie would have been aghast, if the gesture and demeaning words didn't excite something within her. His next thrust made her sigh like she'd gone brain dead.



"Yes... he'd see what a big whore I am for blacks," she cried out.

"Good answer, slut," the guard was pleased by this.

The men didn't have much time to waste, and they both knew it. Rather than trade off, they pulled her upright. The guard pinned her to the wall, her back against the filthy stucco. He dragged his mouth sloppily around her face. Her tongue chased his around her lips as he picked up her and violated her in that position.

Callie's legs wrapped tightly around the man's waist as he bounced her. Her tits, now free of her dress, swung wildly. She was moaning mindlessly, though she barely heard her own voice any longer. It had melted into the background noise of the party.

The guard's muscular butt flexed. Callie would love to run her hands over it, but the man had her hands pinned to the wall above her head as he ravaged her. She felt like these men had broken her mind, in a way. And when she started to feel the man's cock swell in her womb, she didn't utter a word of protest.

He didn't warn her when he climaxed inside of her, and Callie submissively kept her mouth shut and accepted his unprotected load of spunk into her body. There was a lot, and the guard thrust himself into her the entire time as he pumped his cum into her body, using her pussy to milk the sperm right out of him.

Then he set her down, wiping sweat from his brow and gasping in satisfaction. Callie barely had time to catch her breath before she found herself being scooped back up, lifted up even higher and put against the wall yet again as Andre took his turn.

Andre's sex was just as forceful, and she could definitely tell a size difference as her lover pounded her body with his immense black manhood. He fucked her rough and urgently-- there was a time limit that they were all becoming aware of.

By the time Callie was cumming again, so was Andre. He added his black seed to the concoction that had already been pumped deep into her body. She moaned, kissing him urgently as they once again consummated her honeymoon vacation with another heavy load of black jizz in her body.

Then Callie was being gently lowered back to her feet. She had to hang onto Andre to steady herself. Her legs felt like jelly, and cum was running freely from between her legs.

She instinctively dropped to her knees between them, grasped for a long black cock in each hand, and one by one, she cleaned the sperm and her juices from their shafts with her mouth. Her hands stroked, and her mouth gobbled, swallowed, and licked, even as their dicks began to deflate. She held them in each hand, lapping at the mess they'd made. She didn't stop until their shafts, their balls... all of it was clean.

She was desperate for their approval, and by the time their cocks had gone limp, like long dark fire hoses, she had earned it. "Good job, whore," the guard patted her head.

For a moment, Callie was speechless that all of that happened... that she'd completely lost herself in that moment. The men were already pulling up their pants. Her brow was sweaty, her makeup was smeared. "Wow..." she managed to gasp out after she collected herself enough to speak.

The men said nothing, and she found herself eyeing them both. The guard was definitely not an attractive man. Not the type she would ever think to fuck. But with him, the whole appeal was the danger element. He was what she imagined when she pictured a dangerous black man from the rough streets. And that alone had been enough to set her off.

"Wow," she said again, feeling the sense of complete sexual satisfaction more than she ever had before. Had she ever been sexually satisfied before now? Truly? "For a second... I thought..." She began to say. The men seemed to have tuned out. To have lost all focus. "I thought... you were both going to sandwich me." It was a crazy thought. But Callie had the unmistakable image in her head, of her curvy white body wedged between their dark skinned muscular torsos. Her legs off the ground, her high heels dangling from her toes, as one man fucked her from the front, and the other from behind, licking their wide tongues on her ears, her neck, her lips, and her tits.

Andre merely shrugged. "In due time. You'll be ready soon enough," Andre said, then yanked her lightly to her feet, fixed her dressed, and sent her on her way. "Go to the bathroom, clean yourself up, go back to your husband, and tell him you felt sick."

She nodded compliantly, relieved that Andre had already thought up her alibi. "Me and your new friend have some business to discuss. Now hurry," Andre said, and dismissed her with a possessive slap on her ass.

"O-okay," Callie said, dimly aware of how dazed she felt, as she staggered back to the carnival... leaving the two men to whatever 'business' they needed to discuss.

***

Callie still wasn't back from the bathroom yet, and Jake was now growing worried. Her last trip to the bathroom had been long, but it hadn't been like this. Maybe the lines were getting worse because everyone was more drunk.

The party vibe was beginning to change as the night wore on. People definitely were acting more intoxicated. Their boisterousness had evolved. Men were stripping off their shirts and flexing muscles. Several were wrestling playfully in the streets, going down in drunken fights. Some were laughing as they tussled. Some looked much more serious, and those were the ones that frightened Jake.

Women hooted and cheered. Some flashed their breasts. Drinks were being spilled. Someone vomited nearby on a telephone pole. On several occasions, Jake smelled the unmistakable scent of weed in the air, and (on one more scary occasion) something a little more... potent.

That was when Jake had decided he'd had enough of the party scene, and as fun as it was, it was better to call it a night and return with a happy memory than a scary and tedious one.

Jake was concerned when he didn't see Callie, and his first instinct was blind panic. Had she been kidnapped? Was she now just another story of another American tourist disappearing forever into the underbelly of an underdeveloped country? Who would he even call if that was true?

Jake fought to dismiss the rising feelings of panic and decided to head back to the cantina to check there. He asked the bartender, although the bartender merely shrugged. Jake looked around, but it was hard to see people in the crowd, with so many faceless strangers coming and going.

"Dumb," he said, belittling himself. He should have gone with her, instead of standing on a street corner, gawking at a parade like some dumb little kid.

He left the bar and walked around the corner. There was a dark alley situated behind the cantina, that Jake definitely did not like the look of. It was the sort of place that sheltered white families like the one he'd grown up in, regarded as the stereotypical setting for violent crimes.

He peered around the corner in time to catch the tail-end of a conversation. Two men were talking. Both were hulking and black, though Jake couldn't quite see their faces in the low light.

"Whew!" One of the men declared, smiling brightly. Something in the man's mouth caught the light and sparkled. He had a gold tooth. "My friend, that was some high quality product!" He laughed, good naturedly.

The words alone spurred a sense of fear in Jake. It sounded like two men talking about drugs or something.

Gold Tooth produced a large wad of bills from his jacket pocket and held it up to the other man. The other man was a towering giant, easily a full head taller than the first. "Man, I always can count on you for the good shit!" He laughed.

"Shhhh, keep your voice down," the taller man said in a more even tone.

A drug deal. This had to be a drug deal. Jake was peering halfway around the corner, not really wanting to witness this, but also trying to figure out how to back away without drawing any attention.

"Whatever. I'm not even complaining that you partook. I ought to ask you for some money back, but that shit was so good, I don't even care that you took half for yourself. Haha, I don't blame you! How about tomorrow you hook me up again?"

"Listen to me," the big man lowered his voice, to barely a whisper. "That's a project I'm working on. It's not completely ready yet. And until it is, you don't say a word to anyone."

"Blah blah blah!" Gold Tooth declared drunken and disinterested. "Trust me, she's ready. Just hook me up again tomorrow. I know the other guys will want a turn. That's called job security. In the meantime, here's your fuckin' money." Gold Tooth whipped the wad of cash at the bigger man, probably a little too hard than he intended to. The bundle of bills exploded and fluttered all around the two men like confetti.

Gold Tooth began to stagger away from the giant beast of a man, heading for the alley exit, when suddenly the giant reached out a massive paw and snatched Gold Tooth by the collar.

Gold Tooth shouted and wheeled around, swinging at the bigger man. It was an instant mistake. Jake could tell, even in the poor light that Gold Tooth would be no match for this hulking brute.

The punch that was delivered squarely to the brute's face was completely ineffective. But the brute rained a series of blows on Gold Tooth that drove the wind from the man's lungs. Jake heard the sickening crack of ribs as Gold Tooth went down. The brutal assault didn't end there.

As Gold Tooth lay panting on the ground, trying to crawl away, the Brute hunched down, lifted Gold Tooth over his head, and tossed him like a rag doll into a cluster of dumpsters.

Gold Tooth stopped moving completely. Jake couldn't be sure if the man was alive or dead. The brute knelt over the fallen man to inspect his handiwork. "We had our fun," he said, his voice was dark and rough. "But you do as I say, or you'll end up like the others who cross me." Brute snarled in a voice that sounded barely human. "Do we understand each other?"

No reply.

"Do we?" Brute snarled again, and his question was punctuated by the sickening snap of bone, followed by the pained howls and screams of Gold Tooth.

"Good to know," Brute said, and in the low light, Jake could see the brute was smiling.

Then Brute stood and lifted his head. In the low lights, Jake recognized the unmistakable face of Andre. His eyes were burning with murderous intensity. And those eyes fixed right on Jake-- alone in the alley having witnessed the whole drug deal gone wrong. There was no mistaking it now. Andre had seen Jake, and he had recognized him. Andre smiled confidently, even as Jake staggered from the alley and back into the crowds of festival goers.

By the time Jake ran into Callie, and he took her in his trembling relieved arms, Jake hardly gave any thought to Callie's disheveled make-smeared appearance, or the fact that without prompting, Callie immediately blurted out that she'd gotten sick and had been in the bathroom for a good chunk of time. Jake was too worked up to care. His thoughts were a whirl-wind of fear.

"Let's go back to the room. Let's go back right now," Jake insisted, and he was relieved that Callie was all too eager to go along with that plan. He didn't want to have to explain to her what he just saw. Not until he had time to process it.

*** To be continued... ***
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When they'd returned to the honeymoon suite after their night at the festival, Callie nearly collapsed face-down in the bed and was snoring softly before Jake could even say good night. He guessed he couldn't blame her. She'd been insistent that she didn't feel good at the festival, and she certainly looked disheveled enough to show that she'd had a rough night. Hopefully she'd feel better in the morning.

Jake wished he could fall asleep as quickly. But he lay awake, staring at the accent lights of the pool outside of their balcony windows. It created a moving shadow effect on the ceiling. Jake's thoughts kept returning to what had happened in that dark alley.

How he'd caught Andre in the middle of a drug deal, and how Andre had nearly killed a man, broken his bones, and made him scream. Andre was definitely involved in shady business. Of that, Jake had no doubts. But Andre had seen Jake. Now they both knew. And Jake was horrified. He knew too much, and Andre had much more influence down here than he'd given the man credit for. When they'd first arrived, Jake had underestimated Andre as a mere chauffer and tour guide. But between the fight, Andre's copious amounts of money that he was able to lavish Callie with expensive dresses and jewelry, and Andre's enormous boat, it was obvious the man had more pull around here than Jake had thought.

He was already on Andre's radar after the scuba diving incident. Neither of them liked each other, that much was clear. But for some weird reason, as of lately, Callie had developed a trust and a liking for Andre. That also bothered Jake. What was this scumbag buttering up his wife for?

Jake resolved that he needed to talk to Callie about this. But he needed to do it in the morning, when she wasn't feeling ill.

He sighed, and continued to stare at the ceiling. The feeling of dread wouldn't subside. It was a long night, with very little comfort. At least Callie was able to sleep like a rock.

***

They were eating breakfast in one of the more low-key restaurants of the resort when Jake said it.

"I think we should head home early." His eyes were restless, darting around the mostly empty dining room, afraid of who they might run into, or who might overhear.

Callie looked up from her plate sharply. The shock immediately washed away the relaxed serene expression she'd been wearing only moments ago.

"Oh my gosh, why?" she asked.

Jake wasn't sure he wanted to be completely truthful. Last night had been a hellish blur of tossing and turning, of contending with the butterflies in his belly, and the knot in his gut. He was afraid of how she might react, especially after she seemed to be finding a louder voice with him lately.

"You have to admit, this trip hasn't exactly been good to either of us. Between the sunburn, and the fight after the boat, and you weren't feeling good all last night--"

"I told you this morning, I feel 100% better," she insisted. She was staring at him sharply, her eyes slightly narrowed. She seemed... guarded.

"Well regardless... this was fun. But maybe we should cut our losses and head home a little sooner than expected," Jake said. "We could get back, and still have enough time for a 'stay-cation' back at the house."

"Well I like it here, and I want to stay," Callie said firmly. "What's going on with you, lately?"

Jake hesitated. He didn't want to tell her about his suspicions with Andre. About what he saw. He didn't want to frighten her. Callie was already a sheltered, jumpy girl. But now, she was far from home and out of her element. He was afraid that she might panic. But was that the real reason? Jake decided that it was one of the reasons. The other was much scarier to process-- that Callie wouldn't take his side on this. That she'd doubt and rebuke his warning. That she would side with Andre over him, and she'd feel compelled to defend Andre (a man she barely knew) over the warnings of her husband (with whom she'd been close with for most of her life). Did he really want to risk that rejection?

Jake sighed. "You're just going to have to trust me. I have a bad feeling about this place... and I think it would be best if we left."

Callie stared at him, her expression frozen. Her eyebrow cocked, her eyes glaring, and her mouth held in a tight line. Jake didn't know this expression well, but he knew that it wasn't good.

After an eternity she said, "No." Then she resumed her breakfast.

Jake glanced around, then repeated it. "No?"

"No," she lighter, but with more resolve. "Jake, this is our honeymoon. This trip was expensive, and it's non-refundable. This is one of the few times we're ever going to do this-- travel someplace this far away and exotic. I'm sorry if you're having a bad time, but I'm not. And I'd like to stay."

"It's not that," Jake said, slightly defeated.

"It is just that. You had a few disappointing days, and now you want to go running back home to hide. That's fine if you were single and here alone, but you're married now. So put on your big boy pants and realize that you aren't just doing things for yourself. I'm not done with my vacation. So until I am, you'll just have to deal with it. Then we'll leave together."

Although Callie's voice was soft and calm, there was an icy cold practicality to them. It reminded Jake of their fight yesterday, where Callie had suggested that she actually cheat on Jake, if Jake thought she was such an untrustworthy slut.

He was intimidated by Andre, but he was also intimidated by Callie in this moment.

Jake folded. "Okay, sorry I brought it up. It was just a suggestion."

"It's fine," Callie said, dismissively. As far as she was concerned, the matter had already been settled before she even finished her peace. And Jake was positive she wouldn't budge.

"So what do you want to do today?" Jake asked, feeling intimidated by his own wife for the first time.

"Oh, I don't know. You pick." Okay, that was the old Callie again. Malleable and non-committal. Jake was usually the plan maker. Sometimes it annoyed him, but at the moment, it was something he could use to his advantage. If Callie wasn't going to let them leave, maybe he could at least lay low and steer them away from places where they might run into Andre.

"I know we tried our hand at the private beach yesterday, but... do you think there might be some place that's more... hidden?"

Callie looked quizzical.

"You know, like an actual private beach that nobody knows about? Not something that's marketed as 'hidden'? Something that's 'actually' hidden?"

Callie thought it over. "Sure," she said finally. "That sounds fun."

"Really?" Jake was surprised.

"Yeah, sure. I don't mind hanging out where people aren't," she flashed a smile.

"Okay, great," Jake perked up. "Had enough of them after last night?"

Callie reddened. "It was a lot of fun... but... I think I'm just worn out," she admitted.

Jake nodded, "Okay, I understand. I'll make the arrangements, let me take care of everything." He was insistent, and when he hurried them out of the restaurant, he was relieved that there were no further run-ins with Andre.

***

They rented a Jeep, and as they passed through the gates, Callie was cautious not to look too closely at the guard booth. She didn't see the man with the gold tooth and she had no way of knowing if he was in there today. While she trusted Andre to not blow her cover, she wasn't so sure about the guard who'd had her last night.

Their trip didn't take them into the city. It was more of a rutted sandy road through the palm trees. It followed the curve of the coast line. In the distance, Jake could see beautiful towering mountains, rolling beneath carpets of green.

A breeze kicked up and blew the hair from Callie's face. Each day, she looked more and more like a natural beach babe. Her hair had lightened from the sun, and her skin had taken on a healthy golden glow.

She was wearing her other bathing suit. The black one with the straps that rode high on her hips, and the top that gave peeks of the bottoms of her breasts. With her sunglasses on and her risqué outfit, Jake felt like he didn't really recognize his bride.

She lounged back in the seat, taking deep breaths of the warm clear air. Jake glanced over as he drove and noted the way her boobs seemed to be utterly bursting from her top. It made his loins stir. They'd had sex less on this trip than he would expect, so maybe they could change that.

The beach that they'd managed to locate was off the beaten path. It was only a couple of miles beyond the resort-- a short drive through rutted roads of sand and mud that wound them through a forest of palms and vines. The ride was pleasant, almost like traveling through a primordial forest. Jake half expected dinosaurs to pop out of the foliage and chase them.

When Jake found them a private sliver of coast, he wondered if the Jeep had even been necessary at all. It hadn't taken them long to get here. But just long enough that if they'd walked, they would probably be miserable when it was time to head back.

"It's certainly isolated," Callie looked around as she laid out towels and blankets.

"Is that a bad thing?" Jake lugged the cooler from the car, packed with the day's lunches and drinks.

Callie shrugged diplomatically.

"Bummed that you don't get to prance around in your bikini in front of an audience?" Jake asked.

Callie rolled her eyes, but said nothing else about it.

Truthfully, Jake was relieved. This wasn't really an "official" part of the resort, and they had very little chance of having a random run-in with Andre. It was a good spot to lay low. He wasn't sure what Andre was capable of, and after they'd spotted each other last night, after Andre had just committed a violent crime, Jake was afraid that Andre might be looking for him. If he had cartel affiliations, this was probably the best spot to stay off the radar of the whole criminal enterprise.

If Callie insisted on staying for the duration of their trip, Jake could maybe keep their activities on the down-low for a while-- go see sights without Andre or his goons, go for walks, go for hikes, etc.

As the two of them set up their own little private oasis, Jake caught something gleaming brightly around Callie's ankle.

"That's interesting. When did you get that?" He asked, noticing the gold anklet with the charm on it. Was that a spade?

"Oh," Callie startled, and glanced at her leg, as though she'd forgotten she was wearing it. Her face stayed neutral, but her cheeks turned a subtle shade of pink. "I had that for a while."

Jake had the feeling she was being evasive, but he couldn't imagine why. "I've never seen it before," he said.

"I forgot I had it," she said dismissively and laid down to lounge. "Would you make us some drinks?" She changed the subject.

Jake rummaged through the cooler and mixed mimosas in plastic cups, then he laid down with Callie.

After several hours in the sun, and occasionally stopping to take a dip in the surging waves, Jake began to feel slightly better. He was more relaxed, and his anxiety abated. Callie also seemed more at ease, more herself, and more focused on it just being the two of them.

They'd taken a dip in the ocean at one point-- Callie didn't venture further out beyond waist depth, but that was fine. They'd laughed, they'd splashed around. Jake admired his wife's luscious curves, especially the way her bikini displayed them. Callie's bathing suit was bordering on obscene, but only barely. And Jake downplayed that as merely Callie's lack of style. She never was aware of when her shirts had faded, or become too small to contain her hour glass body, or if she was wearing a skirt that was just a little too short to be considered 'tasteful'.

After a picnic lunch, Jake had even sat behind her on the blanket and massaged her back, which he knew Callie enjoyed. And after a few minutes of rubbing her sun-warmed shoulders and listening to her moan in pleasure, Jake had allowed his hands to slip down the front of her chest.

Callie's moans turned sensual as Jake began to fondle Callie's double D boobs. God they felt good in his hands. He always loved the way they rested heavily in his palms, and the way her flesh yielded as he squeezed and massaged.

Maybe it was the isolation, mixed with the mimosas, but Jake was sporting a raging hard on as he felt-up his wife out here in the open like this. By the time his fingers slipped into her top, he was already grinding himself against her back.

Callie's hands slid behind her back, seeking out Jake's erection. She continued to pant and purr as she located his bulge, pressing through his trunks and she gave it a squeeze. She tried to stroke it but in both hands, there was very little shaft to slide along. She moved her hands in subtle little jerks.

"What would you do if someone saw us like this?" Callie asked playfully, sucking in a throaty breath, growing excited by their outdoor groping.

"I--I don't know," Jake admitted, grunting as Callie gently massaged his dick over his shorts. Jake had never really pursued this line of dirty talk before. Hypotheticals often put the brakes on their fooling around. "Probably run toward the Jeep so we could fix our clothes." He laughed nervously.

"Would you?" She asked, her bikini slipping to the side against Jake's rubbing, exposing her fleshy white globes. "Do you think they'd like what they saw?" She ventured, curious, yet timid at the same time.

"I don't know. Wait, you hate when people see us," Jake said, still kneading her soft tits, too turned on to stop. Callie rested her head against his shoulder and laid back against his chest. Jake found her nipples and began to pinch.

Callie only moaned, and didn't stop. She was squirming against his touch, breathing heavily. Her thumbs moved in circles around Jake's swollen head.

"So... like... if another woman happened to see us and wanted to watch? I guess that'd be okay." Jake said.

Callie bit her lip... "Or... what if it was a man?" Callie asked.

"A man?"

Callie nodded. "Would that be weird for you? Another man looking at your wife."

Jake wasn't sure where she was going with this. A small part of him felt sort of sick at the suggest, but yet his cock was very hard, and not going away just from a simple suggestion.

"It might be kind of weird," Jake admitted, with a dry swallow.

"Would you show me to him, like you're doing now?" Callie asked, glancing down and seeing that both of her breasts were exposed from Jake's eager fondling.

"I mean... I don't..." Jake suddenly sighed in pleasure as Callie cradled his balls in one hand and gave his cock a squeeze with the other. "If you were okay with it," he said, humoring her odd suggestions. She was just being adventurous and playful after all. What harm was it? He knew Callie was much too bashful to ever take this into the world of reality.

They lay against each other, Callie's body coming alive with lust. She was moving against Jake, her hand slipping up his shorts now to touch his bare shaft. She found it and began to stroke with her thumb and index finger.

"You're very quiet," Callie giggled slightly as she toyed with Jake's cock.

"I don't know. It's hard to imagine another guy looking at your naked body and not wanting to join," Jake said.

"Would you let him?" Callie asked, and before Jake could consider it, Callie took his hand in hers, and brought his fingers to her mouth. She suddenly wrapped her lips around his fingers and gave a long deep sexual suck at them. She worked her tongue over his fingers as though she was sucking on a cock, and putting her all into it. Jake's manhood was nearly quivering with desire to feel what his fingers were now.

"I'm not sure I like the idea of another guy..." Jake trailed off. Callie was relentlessly fellatiating his fingers. Her tongue was sliding seductively around them. Her hand was pumping them in and out of her mouth, and she was bobbing her head like mad. Jake was beginning to wonder what had gotten into her. "Oh god," he murmured, feeling the precum ooze from his cock and run down the shaft.

After a moment, Callie came up for air. In a voice that he barely recognized, she said "Not even if I promised you another woman could join us later?"

Jake was stunned. "Well... I guess that'd be okay... I-- I think..."

"Two men can have me, and later you get two girls. That's fair," Callie teased, her breathing was so hard and eager.

"Fuck, baby." Jake grunted, now lost in his own fantasy by her suggestions. When Callie finally released his fingers from her intense sucking, Jake couldn't resist any longer. His hand trailed down Callie's body, over her tits, down her tummy and straight toward her bikini bottoms. He needed it, and he needed it urgently.

His fingers started to slip into Callie's bottoms, heading straight toward--

"Wait!" Callie, suddenly sat up, as though she was snapping out of a trance. She nearly yanked Jake's hand out of her bottoms, like she was remembering something. Then she quickly fixed her top.

"What is it?" Jake was startled by her abrupt transformation. The only times Callie got like this were if she heard something or they were being interrupted. She'd get startled, and like a switch, the sex would turn off. He looked around.

"Not here," Callie insisted, making sure her boobs were packed away.

"Something wrong?" Jake asked, half expecting to see someone on the beach, really watching them. But from the way Callie had made it sound a moment ago, would that really bother her? He decided that it would. Her dirty suggestions were only fantasy, which was why he'd even humored them in the first place.

"No, I just got scared for a second," Callie stood and fixed her swim suit. It was still very revealing, but she was covered once again. There was a finality to the gesture, and she began to pack up their things.

Jake was floored-- his erection remained, but it was rapidly subsiding. "Nobody is out here," Jake insisted.

"I know, but... not here. Let's go back to the room if we're going to do that," Callie said, the hair falling across her face to hide her guilty expression.

Jake thought about protesting more, but decided against it. If she wanted to head back to the hotel and have sex, who was he to complain? Regardless, it seemed that Callie had enough of the private beach.

He helped her pack up and load the Jeep. It was hard to keep his eyes off of his wife, and his thoughts innocent. Jake was still very turned on.

It wasn't until they started back toward the resort that things changed. They were only a quarter of a mile into their return trip. The Jeep passed beneath the canopy of Jurassic jungle plants. The road-- normally sand and gravel-- turned to loose wet mud. Jake felt the Jeep slide into the divots that their vehicle had carved out on the drive there.

Jake had never driven off road before, so he took it slow, not wanting to splash them both with mud. It wasn't until the Jeep slowed, even though the wheels continued to spin, that he grew worried. Eventually the Jeep stopped moving forward all together.

He swore and pressed harder on the accelerator. The wheels spun but caught no traction in the wetness. He tried reverse, he tried turning the wheel, and he tried the sheer power of his will.



After several long tense minutes, Jake had to admit defeat. The Jeep was stuck.

"Maybe try reverse again?" Callie was nervous, glancing around.

"I-- I don't think that's going to work," Jake was agitated. He stepped out, careful to avoid the deep loose mud. He inspected the wheels. The Jeep was nearly sunk up to its undercarriage. "I think we're going to have to walk," Jake said.

"Seriously?" Callie folded her arms, genuinely annoyed. She sighed.

"Once we get back, we'll have to tell someone at the resort to bring out a tow truck." Jake didn't relish that idea. He was already fearing that the resort was under cartel ownership, and the last thing he wanted was to piss them off by messing up one of their rentals. But he had to remind himself that this was a rugged country. It probably wasn't the first time a Jeep had gotten stuck in the mud.

Jake walked around the Jeep, finishing his inspection of how bad it was. When he returned to the driver's seat, he found Callie putting her phone away.

"I messaged Andre," Callie said.

"You what?" Jake was suddenly alarmed.

"He'll be here shortly to help us," Callie said, folding her arms and regarding the jungle around them.

"Why?" Jake was terrified.

"What's the big deal? We needed to get unstuck, and clearly your idea wasn't working. So he'll help us," Callie said, dismissively.

"You know, it's possible we can have a day without Andre in it," Jake's worry was letting words just slip through his normal filters.

"What's your problem?" Callie asked defensively.

Jake held his tongue, not wanting to tell her, but he didn't know what to do. Andre was coming, and Jake was terrified of what might happen now. The dark penetrating stare of their once friendly guide was burned into Jake's mind. He'd never forget that look that Andre had given him in that dark alley. A daring and powerful "Don't mess with me" look that rattled Jake to his core. He desperately wanted to be home, safe and sound in the United States, where police weren't corrupt, people didn't just disappear, and family and friends were all within shouting distance.

They didn't have to wait long. It was almost like Andre had been expecting Callie's call. To the surprise of both Jake and Callie, Andre came on foot, not by vehicle. Was this guy supernatural or something?

Callie was the first one out of the Jeep to greet Andre. She was careful to avoid the mud as she hurried over to him, nearly prancing on the balls of her feet. Her flip flops making wet sucking sounds in the ground. Her perky juicy butt jiggled as she moved and Jake marveled at how skimpy her swim suit was-- the black material of her bottoms halfway between the pale globes of her ass cheeks.

"Hi Andre!" Callie said, "Thanks for coming so quickly!" And to Jake's surprise, she nearly jumped into his arms and hugged him. Jake was shocked that Callie had gotten so friendly with... anyone. She wasn't a hugger. Her leg came up and Jake caught the glint of her anklet dangling and sparkly.

Andre hugged her back, not at all caught off guard by her sudden burst of affection. Then, to Jake's surprise, Andre's big hands roamed down her back and cupped her full perky ass, his big black fingers digging into the flesh of her pale butt.

What the hell were they doing?

Jake's jaw dropped. Then Andre's cool hard gaze peered over Callie's head and stared right through the windshield at Jake's shocked expression. Their eyes met, even with Andre's big hands still on her ass. Jake sensed the danger in Andre's expression. He was daring Jake to say anything-- to stop him from cupping Callie's rump. Jake shrank away from those eyes. They were burning holes right through him. He squirmed, uncomfortably beneath that murderous expression, watching as this man helped himself to a feel of his wife.

Then his hands came away and Callie released him. Her expression was also one of surprise. She glanced from Andre, back over to Jake, then back again. Her eyes were big, and her cheeks were red. She must have also been surprised that Andre had done something so brazen. Was she expecting Andre to say something? Was she expecting Jake to come to her rescue.

Andre's commanding stare had been replaced with one of cool confidence and indifference-- as though it had never happened at all. Callie continued to look back and forth, and Jake had the urge to come to her rescue... to assert himself... to reaffirm that she was his and that no other man should be touching her like that. He felt like his manhood was at stake. But then that little flicker returned to Andre's eyes. That burning intensity, and Jake eye's fled from it. He busied himself in the Jeep, pretending he hadn't see it at all, although they all knew.

"So... ummm..." Callie swept her hair behind her ear and started to talk sweetly but quickly, trying to diffuse the awkwardness that had settled around them, "Where's your tow truck to get us unstuck?" She asked, glancing around, heading back toward the Jeep. Andre followed closely. Dangerously close.

"I don't have one," he said casually.

Jake barely heard. He could hardly hear anything over the pounding of his heart in his ears, and the self defeating barrage of insults that he was hurling at himself. 'You let him touch her. You let this monster cup your wife's ass. You just sat there and did nothing. You're not a man. You're a wimp.' At the same time, another voice was insisting 'There was nothing I could do.' But that voice sounded very quiet and pathetic.

Jake remained in the Jeep, behind the wheel, chewing nervously on the inside corner of his mouth.

"You don't have one?" Callie laughed lightly. "So how'd you get here so fast?"

Andre just shrugged. "I got dropped off." He strode toward the Jeep and Jake felt a sudden moment of panic. Then Andre gave him a disinterested glance, regarding him as no threat, before he leaned over to inspect the state of the Jeep. Callie stayed close by, glancing over his shoulder.

"Do you think we'll need a tow truck?" Callie asked, biting her lip.

Andre stood and wiped his hands on his shorts. "Yes, I'm afraid so."

Jake dismounted the Jeep, his feet squishing in the muddy patches. He frowned. He remained cautiously silent, avoiding the penetrating stare of Andre-- like two search lights.

"So what do we do now?" Callie asked, sounding almost deliberately helpless.

"We'll have to walk back and get one," Andre said, leaning into the Jeep to collect their valuables. He handed the beach bag to Jake, thrusting it powerfully into Jake's chest, almost knocking him over.

"How far of a walk is it?" Callie looked worried. "I only wore flip flops."

"A couple of miles," Andre said, looking at her feet with doubt in his eyes. His gaze settled on her anklet and he gave her an approving stare that pleased Callie's concerned expression.

"That's a long walk in flip flops," Jake said uncomfortably. "Maybe we can wait here, and you can send someone with a truck back when you find someone."

For one terrified moment, Jake was sure that Andre would suggest that he and Callie wait in the Jeep while Jake walked back to get a truck. That thought scared him deeply, because he wasn't sure what he'd say or do if that was the case.

It was a momentary relief when Andre shook his head. "No, we'll all go together. Take your things with you, and I'll send someone back for the Jeep, later," Andre insisted.

Callie glanced doubtfully at her flip flops, and the muddy rocky road ahead.

"If you're worried, I'll carry you," Andre said with a smirk.

Callie looked quizzical. "Carry me? I don't really think that's--"

Before she could finish her sentence, Andre reached down and scooped up Callie easily in his arms. She yelped in surprise. Even Jake was surprised, considering how easily he'd done it. Callie wasn't overweight, by any means, but her curvy figure definitely added some weight to her body. Andre held Callie like a fireman rescuing a woman from a burning building... or a groom bringing his new bride over the threshold.

Callie giggled nervously, looking like she wasn't sure if Andre was serious, or if he was just kidding and would let her down at any moment. He didn't. Andre was very serious. He glanced at Jake and nodded his head. "Let's go," he said. As much as Jake wanted to protest, to recover his bruised manhood from the incident with the butt-grab, there was enough force to Andre's words to spur Jake into moving.

Jake was not a confrontational man by nature, but he always assumed that he would be able to stand up for himself and his wife if the opportunity arouse. But as they trudged along the jungle road, Jake realized that was an illusion that most men tell themselves. Very few people stood up for themselves verbally, and even less did it physically. Jake had done neither. The non-verbal cues of a bigger and stronger man had rendered him utterly complacent. Jake hated himself for that.

As Andre carried Callie easily for those several miles through the jungle, Jake learned a few things about himself. One was that he was not as brave as he once thought himself to be. Two was that he was willing to take abuse if it was in regards to his own self preservation. He was terrified of Andre-- enough to not object that his wife was nestled comfortably in the arms of another man.

Callie had seemed unsettled at first, but the more they walked, the more comfortable she became being carried by this colossal dark-skinned giant. Her legs dangled freely, kicked playfully. She settled one arm around Andre's shoulders as his dark hands held her firmly. It bothered Jake... the contrast between their skin color struck him first, and really solidified that Callie was being held by someone so far removed from Jake that it was impossible to unsee it. Why was she okay with all of this? They'd say it was so she didn't have to walk over mud and rough terrain for very long in flip flops, but the terrain wasn't that rough. It felt like a ruse. An insult to Jake's intelligence that they thought he'd believe that.

Moreover, why was Jake not speaking up? With each passing step he felt himself losing a little more and a little more. He was losing his patience, growing angry. He could feel it welling in his stomach and chest, in the rush of blood to his face, and the burning humiliation that was taking over. His hands shook. Yet he said nothing, and that was why he was losing his self respect, his self confidence. He felt like he didn't know his role in his own marriage anymore. He was certain that this trudge through the jungle would take the rest of his life.

It was hell. Andre was carrying his bride while he'd reduced Jake to barely more than a pack mule. The beach bag was draped over one shoulder like he was wearing an oversized purse, and the cooler in his arms, that he'd packed with such care and deliberate thought for the day he'd spend in the company of his wife, felt dangerously heavy now.

"Can we stop and rest?" He asked at one point, out of breath, his arms straining. Andre had turned slightly, lost in the conversation with Callie. Not even a single bead of sweat stood out on Andre's face. Andre was diamonds. Andre would last forever.

That was when Callie had looked at Jake. Not with regret or self reflection over what they were putting him through, but rather with pity-- as though he was a struggling child. He hated that glance.

"Would you rather trade?" Andre smirked. And Jake almost blurted out "Yes, get your hands off my wife!" But he didn't, and the look in Andre's eyes told him absolutely not to.

"Jake, it's just a little further," Callie insisted. "Can't you make it until we get back?"

And the matter was settled. Jake trudged on with his cheeks red, his arms shaking beneath their burden, his heart thundering with pent up resentment, and his wife in the arms of another man.

And what if they didn't get back any time soon? By not standing up to Andre from the very beginning of this trek, that he'd basically given Andre the green light to do whatever he wanted. As Jake fell behind from exhaustion, and watched Callie's arm draped across Andre's big broad shoulders, he realized that if Andre decided to simply carry Callie into the trees, Jake wouldn't have the stones to stop him. Andre was strong, powerful, and dangerous. The only way to stop Andre was to get away from him.

For the briefest moment, staggering along behind them, Jake imagined them in the jungle-- not the resort, but a real jungle in Africa. Callie dressed in khaki shorts and a vest, like a sexy explorer, and Andre as the big tribal warrior-- black and powerful, dressed in nothing but a loin cloth. Jake had the sudden, horrifying image of Andre carrying Callie into the trees to mate. Jake wouldn't see it... he'd be too afraid to follow, but he'd hear Callie's screams and cries and moans as the bushes shook. And once it was all over, she'd be his, and Jake's head would be on a pike, like a warning to any other white man who dared to stand up for his woman.

Ahead of them, the trees parted, and they could hear the distant music being played by one of the resort swimming pools. "Almost there," Callie glanced over Andre's shoulder, back at Jake. "Hurry up."

Andre half turned. A grin on his face. "Yes, hurry up Jake." He said. And Jake saw that Andre's hand was firmly on Callie's ass.

***

They didn't broach the topic until they were back at their hotel suite. Jake's cheeks were still flushed with humiliation, shame, and barely restrained anger.

Callie looked guilty and like she was desperately trying to make light of the whole incident. "Okay, I understand how that looked..."

"Callie, he had his hands on your ass," Jake insisted, his voice was quivering and shaky.

"He didn't mean anything by it. He's just an overly friendly guy," Callie put her hand on her hip as she lectured Jake.

"Overly friendly? No. Overly friendly guys hug too much. Or they're closer talkers. Or they insist on paying for everything."

"Well, I don't know if you've noticed lately, but Andre does pay for everything." Callie said.

"Yeah, *and* he puts his hands on your ass. That's not being friendly. That's paying money for access to touch your body," Jake insisted.

Callie folded her arms, and her eyebrows rose daringly. "Be careful where you're going with that."

"Look, I'm not going to argue with you over the guy's intentions, which clearly you're using to distract the real meaning to this conversation," Jake said.

Callie glared at him.

"The fact is, another man put his hands on you in a way that made *me* uncomfortable, and as your husband, I want you to stay away from that guy."

"Oh, because you're my husband, you think that gives you ownership over me?" Callie fired back, in a classic way that made Jake inwardly groan. "You forbid me from having contact with the man. Because that's not going to work, Jake. I'm a grown woman and can choose whoever I damn well want to spend time around. And lately, you're not exactly winning any awards for being most fun. All you're doing is being pouty and jealous, all the time. And for some stupid reason, you just direct it at Andre."

Yesterday, such shots against him would have made Jake cry. But today, he barely heard them, too busy thinking about the violent way Andre had worked that man over during the drug deal gone wrong.

"You know, for once my concern isn't based on what you do or don't do. Andre is dangerous," Jake said. "And for both of our safety, I'd like to avoid him as much as possible."

Callie rolled her eyes. "Dangerous, how?"

"He's tied in with the cartel," Jake insisted.

Callie paused for a moment. She remembered the encounter while she'd been out shopping with Andre-- Andre had told her much the same thing. But Andre had come clean with her, explaining how he was merely a protector, not working on the side of bad. Perhaps Jake figured out the partial truth, but he was way off base if he thought Andre was dangerous.

"So?" She asked. "We figured the resort might be owned by them."

Jake was shocked that this revelation neither surprised her, nor troubled her. "Callie, he's a drug dealer and an enforcer."

"Stop being racist. What could possibly make you think that, other than the color of his skin?"

"Because I saw him try to negotiate a drug deal last night, and when it didn't go down well, he beat the shit out of another guy, and broke the man's bones."

Callie folded her arms again, defensive, closing herself off to this new information. "When?"

"Last night," Jake said. "I went looking for you, and I stumbled across them in a dark alley. It was fuckin' scary and brutal."

Callie's eyes widened. "An alley?"

"Yes."

"What did you see?"

Jake told her. And much to his surprise, she sort of looked relieved.

"Why aren't you more worried about this?"

Callie shrugged. "Jake, it was probably just a misunderstanding. You saw something and took it out of context."

"Callie, he beat the living crap out of the guy with the gold tooth. I thought he was dead."

Callie simply shook her head. "I had a long talk with Andre when we went shopping. I know he works for the cartel, but you just don't understand. He's not a violent criminal. He's changed."

Jake blew out a breath of air. "Changed? Why do all women use that word when they talk about douche bags who are still very clearly douche bags?"

"Why do all guys insist they know what they're talking about, when they only know a fraction of the story?" Callie's voice was rising now. "You just make these assumptions because he's black? And because you think you saw something? Let me tell you something, Jake, not everywhere in the world is sunshine and rainbows. Places are dangerous, with dangerous people. And in Andre's world, you have to be strong and fight. You wouldn't know anything about that. But he does. And I'm telling you, I know way more about him than you think you do. He's not dangerous."

"If he's so safe, why'd he abandon me above an underwater grave yard?"

Callie rolled her eyes again. "Grave yard?"

"I found a dead body underwater in that sunken wreck that you guys left me at."

Callie cocked her eyebrow. Her expression was one that said she believed he was just making that up to be dramatic. "A body? Really?"

"There was a dead body in that sunken wreck."

"If that's even remotely true, why didn't you go to the police about it?"

Jake was growing red with frustration. He was flustered. "Because in this country, the police are all corrupt and on the payroll of the cartel. If I called them, I'd paint a target on myself."

Callie shook her head and sighed. She turned to the bathroom to change, walking away in mid conversation.

"Where are you going?" Jake asked. "I just told you that--"

Callie rounded on him. "I don't want to hear another word about this. I'm going to go change, and I'm going to ask Andre about this, myself."

"Andre? Callie, please don't!" Jake was nearly shouting with hysterics.

"Don't follow me!" She barked at him.

***

Callie didn't return immediately to the room and Jake was nearing full blown panic. That sinking feeling in his gut was back. Why was Callie making excuses for a man who'd publicly groped her? For a man who left Jake in open water? For a man who was clearly tied in with shady business? And for a man who she literally knew nothing about?

Jake was terrified something happened. What if Callie had pressed Andre too hard, and now Andre had kidnapped her, because she knew too much? What if he was holding her for ransom? What if she was now another statistic of a white tourist forever disappeared into the criminal underbelly of a dangerous and underdeveloped nation?

There was another possibility as to why she was gone for so long. A possibility he didn't want to consider, but the way Callie had hugged Andre while he squeezed her butt. The way she'd allowed his big black hands free roam of her body...



Jake was startled by the sound of the hotel room door opening and shutting. He looked at Callie expectantly.

When she didn't talk, Jake found the silence unbearable. "Well?" he asked.

"Andre wants to sit down with us and clear the air," Callie said, rummaging through her suitcase and picking out something to change into.

Jake blinked in confusion. "Just like that?"

"Just like that," Callie said. Her voice was calm, but Jake couldn't tell if he sensed storm clouds just behind her tame demeanor.

"What took so long?" Jake asked.

"I went for a massage before I met with him, to calm myself down," she explained, not glancing up.

"Okay, so what's the plan?" Jake was nervous, guarded.

"We're meeting him for drinks after dinner," Callie smiled.

***

Jake wasn't sure what to expect. Callie had changed into a dress-- nothing fancy like Andre had purchased for her. It was a breezy sun dress with a red top-- the strapless one that made her already generous 36dd chest appear absolutely massive. The one that she'd been wearing when they arrived in this country. Her hair was down and reminiscent of the simple country girl that she'd always been. Although that gold anklet was still dangling from its place like it had become her favorite piece of jewelry.

Jake was in white shorts and a button down.

Andre had agreed to meet them at the pool that was just outside of their honeymoon suite. They could see the lights from their bedroom from the pool, and Jake realized that maybe Callie had been right to stop their sex on the very first day. From the pool, you could definitely see straight into their suite.

The sun was setting. Distant bon fires, tiki torches, and bar lights could be seen-- parties happening all over the resort. But their pool was quiet and peaceful. The water was calm, lit from beneath by cool colorful lights-- shades of aqua, teal, and purple. The dense wall of plant life created a perimeter around it-- a natural barrier. It was their own private oasis.

That worried Jake a little. Nobody would see him, or hear his cries for help if something... happened.

Andre was already waiting for them. He was sitting on the edge of the pool, dangling his legs in the water. In shorts, and a white short sleeve button down that did nothing to hide his dark skin and his bulging muscles.

He greeted them with a smile that seemed pleasant enough, but Jake wasn't so sure he trusted it. "I understand that you have some concerns about me," Andre got right to the point and gestured for them to join him.

Callie made herself comfortable beside Andre, hiking her dress up to her smooth thighs as she sat down and dangled her legs in the water. The anklet caught the glow of the under-lighting and glinted it back at them. Jake was uneasy, so he stood.

"He does," Callie answered for Jake. "Tell him what you told me," she nudged Andre, as though the two were as close as could be, and Jake was the outsider.

A waiter arrived with a tray of drinks for them. Jake hesitated, and that hesitance made Andre laugh a deep powerful belly laugh.

"I'm not going to poison you, Jake," he declared. Callie giggled, sipping her cocktail, the two sharing the laugh at Jake's expense.

"I didn't think you were," he said cautiously. "Just making sure you don't get us too drunk so that it's easier for you to bludgeon us to death later." He forced the joke, although there was some truth to it. He took a sip. The drink was strong and sweet.

"If I wanted to do that, I would have done it already," Andre assured Jake.

"Jake thinks you're in the cartel," Callie told Andre.

Andre appraised Jake. "Is that right?" He said coyly. It was almost as though he was savoring Jake's fear of him. "Well the fact is that I am."

Jake paled.

"As you might have figured, this whole resort is cartel-owned. But the fact is, this resort makes so much money from tourism, that it's not profitable to bring drugs here. We get by just on our cocktails, seafood, and hotel rooms."

Jake said nothing. He sat down nervously on the other side of Callie-- mostly because if he stood for much longer, they'd see him trembling. He clung to his drink as though it was a comfort blanket-- it allowed him to hide his expressions and appear busy.

"The locals respect our influence in the country. The police are our police. We are the government. It can be intimidating, I know. But this place is a fortress for a reason-- we can't afford to have street violence spill over here. Imagine what a gang shooting or a heroin overdose or a kidnapped tourist would do for the tourist trade at this place. Nobody would come here anymore to spend money. So within these walls, as you Americans like to say, crime doesn't pay. If we have crime here, people stop coming. And when people stop coming, the cartel stops getting paid, and we have to rely harder on the violent and dangerous drug trades for our profits. That's too much like work."

Jake swallowed, only listening. But he understood what Andre was saying. It made sense, he guessed.

Andre took a sip from his own drink and ran his tongue over his lips. Then he patted Callie on the knee. Jake couldn't be certain if it was a gesture of dominance, sexual desire, or protectiveness.

"My job here at the resort," Andre continued, "Is to make sure our guests are safe. Do you understand?"

Jake again gulped. He didn't realize how fast he'd been sucking down his drink, just to have something to occupy his facial expressions. "But what I saw last night in the alley--"

"Ignorance is bliss, my friend. That was a business transaction gone wrong, and nothing more. It becomes necessary to flex my muscles from time to time when a rival is going to be a problem."

He threw back his glass of scotch and gestured for another round of drinks. The waiter came and went. Otherwise, it was just the three of them, alone.

Callie kicked her legs back and forth in the water, not at all bothered by Andre's confession.

"Do you think you get it now, Jake?" Andre asked.

Jake took a deep breath and blew out a sigh. "I guess I'm fine with the organized crime connections. As long as they don't effect us, I don't care what happens." Jake admitted, not wanting to probe much deeper. He enjoyed mafia movies. So a cartel really wasn't much different. And he appreciated organized crime as opposed to random street violence. The mob didn't kill someone, unless that someone had wronged the mob. To stay on their good side was easy-- don't involve yourself with them.

"There's a 'but'?" Andre asked, his voice calm and deep. His eyes relaxed as he lounged back on his elbows. A giant jungle cat at rest.

"I'm not sure I like what I saw today. When you had your hand on my wife's... on her butt."

"Jake!" Callie reddened, offended to have been called out like that.

"Do you see me as a threat, Jake?" Andre asked calmly. "Not to your safety, but to your marriage?"

Callie looked sharply at Jake, expectantly. He sensed they were on the verge of revisiting a previous argument-- one that hadn't been fully resolved. The one where Callie insisted that Jake didn't trust her.

"Well... I guess not," he backpedaled nervously. "It's not that I don't trust you, or my wife. But you put your hand on her ass. And that made me uncomfortable."

Andre belly laughed again. His voice like a roar into the night, carried away on the wind. "Jake, this may or may not surprise you, but given my position and stature, I'm very popular with the ladies. I always have a few... what you'd call 'groupies'... chasing me around. They're very flirty and openly affectionate with me. When I hug them, I tend to grab their behinds."

Jake was growing impatient with the way Andre slow walked him. "What does that have to do with my wife?"

Andre shrugged innocently. "Sometimes I forget myself or who it is that's hugging me. Sue me. I briefly forgot it was your wife, my hand went to her butt, I gave it a squeeze, then I realized as I was doing it that it wasn't one of my lady friends, but by then it was too late. I apologize if made you uncomfortable, but at that point, the damage was done."

Hearing Andre spell it out like that, actually Jake felt a lot better. It had been an honest mistake. Jake had made a few in his life too. Maybe he hadn't exactly grabbed the wrong ass, but there was more than one occasion where he'd called the teacher "mom", much to the amusement of the classroom.

Jake sighed. Andre still made him uncomfortable, but clearing the air and hearing all of these admissions being addressed out loud made him feel better. If Andre was forthcoming and truthful, Jake could do a better job of dealing with his insecurities.

"Hey, I'm sorry man," Jake said, "It was just weird for me. After everything that happened. And you and my wife have been spending a lot of time together. It made me nervous."

"Of course we've been spending time together, Jake," Andre said. "That's my job. And I'm already an affectionate man. But going back to my earlier question-- does it bother you, me spending time with your wife? Do you not trust us?"

"Well, I haven't been spending much time with her lately," Jake avoided the topic, "So if another guy is well--"

"Jake is definitely dealing with some jealousy issues," Callie blurted out on his behalf. She was halfway through her second drink, and the alcohol must already have gone to her head. She let out a single hiccup cutely.

"So then this might bother you?" Andre placed his hand on Callie's bare knee. Callie looked from one man to the other. Andre's expression was one of serious intensity, to Jake, it seemed like he was testing the waters.

"I don't know. It's weird, I guess." Jake admitted.

"I think you see what you want to see in the gesture," Andre said, pulling his hand off of Callie's leg. "This is your vacation and you've been more uptight than ever."

Jake shrugged and finished his drink. "I guess I have been."

"But you're feeling better now that I've explained myself?"

Jake nodded, sensing that Andre was steering the conversation. Maybe it was a combination of the relief he felt, coupled with the second Long Island Iced Tea, but Andre seemed to know what he was talking about.

"Well it sounds like you need to cut loose and enjoy yourself a little," Andre suggested. "I have a fun idea that might help you get past your jealousy and just enjoy the moment."

"I'm scared that this where you kill me, but alright, I'll hear it," Jake laughed nervously.

Andre barked an easy laugh. "You're too much, my friend. But no. We have a private pool all to ourselves, we have drink service, and we have a beautiful night. I suggest a swim."

"But we don't have suits," Jake said, glancing down at himself.

Callie looked momentarily surprised. Andre's smile only grew. "That's the point, isn't it?"

"A-are you serious?" Jake asked, not sure. His concerns were less about Callie being nude in front of Andre, and much more about himself being naked in public. The thought made him self conscious about his manhood, and his physique.

"I've never skinny dipped before," Callie said. She looked nervous, but she bit her lip in hesitant curiosity.

"It might help with your jealousy issues if we cut loose a little," Andre admitted. "Share an awkward experience together."

"I think it'll definitely be awkward," Jake admitted, looking from one face to another. Callie was regarding Andre, as if asking if he was really serious about this.

Andre started to unbutton his shirt. There was a lightheartedness about his expression that Jake had never seen before. Even Callie seemed taken aback.

"I-I guess," Jake hesitated. But the vibe of the evening had indeed changed. He felt pleasantly buzzed, at ease, and many of his concerns about Andre had dissipated. But now there were new ones, like being naked in front of a stranger.

Andre had shed his shirt and tossed it casually onto a lounge chair.

Jake and Callie exchanged a nervous glance, and Callie smiled. She looked just as nervous and unsure as Jake felt, and he was relieved to recognize his wife once again in that blush. She was nervous and thrilled, excited and scared all at once. If this was how he could return her to the old Callie again, then he'd do it.

He undid his shirt as Callie started to unhook her jewelry and lay it neatly to one side, the entire time, they traded little expressions of 'this is crazy'.

Once Jake was down to his underwear, that was when he was really on the fence. Callie had undone her dress and was holding the loose material to her breasts. Then Jake figured the quickest way to get past this was to just do it and get into the water.

He turned and shrugged out of his boxers. The under lights of the pool reflected off of his pale white ass. Then he hunched and dashed to the pool's edge.

Andre couldn't resist laughing at Jake's awkward run. "He thinks I'm going to shoot at him," he cracked up.

Jake leapt into the water with a splash. "Oh thank god the water is warm," he sputtered when he came up for air.

"Are you sure about that?" Callie replied in a sassy tone, her eyebrow cocked playfully.

"Shut up," he said, embarrassed, and covered his crotch with his hands, even though the waves obscured the view enough that they probably couldn't see. Warm water or not, Jake's penis wasn't performing to it's better standards. He was nervous, and his member had retreated quite a bit.

A moment later, and Callie dropped her own fears. She discarded her dress, and the last of her clothes. Then she was fully nude by the pool's edge. The lights from the pool cast dancing lights across her curvy bare skin. Her large chest stood full and proud, and her shaved mound was smooth and inviting. More than that, the hesitance from her expression seemed gone. Now that she was standing naked in front of two men, her eyes and mouth were natural, and her expression one of a lusty sex kitten. It was weird, how Callie-- normally shy and nervous when she was afraid they'd get caught-- now seemed to be charging headlong in the opposite way. She was naked, and she was emboldened like a porn star before a shoot.

Jake felt a stirring in his crotch from the sight of his wife. But then he looked over at Andre, and noticed something too. The huge black man was looking right at Callie with something like lust. What was worse was that Andre had lowered his pants. What hung between his legs was even bigger than Jake had previously guessed, from that day on the beach when Andre had shown off in a Speedo.

The man's cock was huge. Like an Apollo rocket. It was thick and meaty and dark. If it was a snake, it would be able to swallow Jake's cock whole. What was worse, as Andre inspected Callie's naked body, Jake watched in awe at the way Andre swelled. He was getting a boner!

Jake was mortified, jealous, and ashamed, but for some reason his own dick was becoming stiff as a board. This man was turned on by Callie.

Callie didn't look back at Andre, although she was certain that he was looking at her. She strode to the edge of the pool and dipped her toe in the water. That gesture alone was sexual and confident beyond how Callie usually was.

Then Callie slipped into the water and submerged her naked body.

"Wow," she grinned as she emerged, pulling her wet hair back from her face. "This is crazy, right?" She asked as she paddled over to Jake.

His heart was pounding. He wasn't sure why, but he was suddenly very worried that they were crossing the threshold to something dangerous. What were they doing? How would this end? And if it did, was it some place that Jake wanted to end up? He was suddenly terrified that after tonight, things would irrevocably change forever.

As Callie came up beside Jake in their little cozy corner of the pool, near the potted privacy plants, she turned and stared at Andre.

The large black man walked across the pool deck. His giant cock swung heavily between his legs. It looked very solid and very meaty. Jake was uneasy, staring down something that he would never come close to comparing to. What was worse, when he glanced at Callie, he saw that his wife's eyes were glued to Andre's body. A part of him felt his heart break slightly. Maybe his jealousy issues had some merit after all.

Then Andre was in the water and striding over to join them. The water hardly slowing him down. He was an unstoppable force.

"Are you having fun?" Andre asked with a smile, addressing the couple of young white newly weds.

Jake felt like they were cowering in the corner of the pool, approached by an immense black sea monster. And that sea monster was looking at them as though they were a tasty treat.

"This is exciting," Callie giggled nervously. As Andre's approach, Callie stood a little further out of the water, until her breasts emerged-- wet and bare, water sloshing pleasantly between them. Her eyes traveled down Andre's solid black muscles, further. Even beneath the water, Andre's immense python of a cock was visible. And it was hard to ignore the angle that it stood straight up at.

"It's umm... it's nerve wracking," Jake said, absentmindedly. "What if someone comes over here? Won't we get in trouble?"

"Do you think we'll get in trouble, Jake?" Andre asked, standing full and proud in front of the two of them.

Jake was breathing hard. He felt uneasy. It was like a thick cloud of tension had enveloped the three of them. It wasn't a life or death tension. Jake no longer felt like Andre had any interest in Jake's life. He had the sudden, unmistakable fear that Andre was interested in something much different. Much more personal. Deep down, in the most primitive parts of his caveman brain, Jake felt the unmistakable threat of animalistic competition. And it scared him. It wasn't a fear for his life. It was a fear for his soul... for his ego... for his manhood...

He nervously shook his head.

"I think we're already in trouble," Callie said. Her voice was soft and serious. Her eyes were on Andre. Her thoughts were unreadable... she could have been in a trance, the way her attention was glued to Andre... as though Jake wasn't even there.

Jake felt like a third party, even standing there beside his own wife, and them treating the situation like he was hardly even there.

"Let's get our drinks in here with us. That way, even if we get caught, we won't care," Andre smiled. "Right Jake?"

"That might help," Jake admitted.

"Callie, baby," Andre said. "Why don't you go bring our drinks out to us?"

"Okay Andre," Callie said, almost eagerly. She dipped beneath the surface and swam to the wall.

Andre and Jake watched her go. The pool lights reflected off of her as she swam.

"Mmmm... that wife of yours is really something," Andre said privately to Jake. "Don't you think?"

And before Jake could respond, Andre laid one heavy, muscle bound arm across Jake's shoulders. The gesture could have been construed as friendly, but Jake didn't feel like it was. Now that it was just the two of them, it felt... threatening.

Jake felt himself tremble, suddenly regretting this decision to ever come to the pool with Andre. Andre was making no bones about checking out his wife's naked body. And Jake suddenly felt like if Andre got any urges, there'd be no stopping him.

"Yeah... yeah... she's really something," Jake found himself blurting out.

"That cute face, that long golden hair, those curves, and those titties," Andre said the last part very slowly.

Jake reddened.

"You're a lucky guy, Jake. That you get to play with those big fuckin' white titties."

The words plucked at Jake's sudden mounting fear. This whole skinny dipping hadn't been for fun. It had been a ruse-- not just to get Callie out of her clothes, but to put Jake and Andre side by side. To let Callie judge the men through her eyes, and notice the differences between them.



Callie surfaced at the water's edge and pulled herself half out, stretching to collect the drinks from the pool deck. Her round bare butt faced them, her legs kicked behind her. They could both see her pussy. Pink and dripping with pool water.

Andre didn't say anything, but Jake could sense Andre moaning to himself like he was appraising her, and liked what he saw. Jake glanced down and saw that Andre's erection had grown. It was pointing right across the pool at Callie. Andre's fist was wrapped around it, slowly pumping himself to the sight.

Jake felt his stomach drop. This was not a friendly hang out.

"I think I spilled mine," Callie giggled as she slid back into the water.

"That's alright baby. You can have mine." Andre replied. Then he turned to Jake and gave him a hard stare. It could have only lasted a moment, but to Jake, it was an eternity. It was downright menacing.

Callie slow-motion strode back to them-- the only way to really walk in a pool, drinks balanced in her hands.

Callie took one look at them, Andre's arm across Jake's shoulder and snickered. "You two don't look like you're conspiring at all. What are you talking about?"

"Just admiring that view you gave us, baby," Andre said with a confident smile.

Callie paused, momentarily reddened, then giggled. "I'm sure you were, perverts." She handed Jake his drink, which he gratefully accepted with a trembling hand. He started to suck it down quickly to hide his mounting dread.

"I was just telling Jake what a lucky guy he is," Andre sank playfully in the water, swimming in a slow lazy circle.

"Oh, is that so?" Callie asked, moving with him. Jake was frozen, unable to move, and terrified to. Andre hadn't directly threatened him, but there was something in that whole gesture a moment ago.

"I asked Jake if he'd share you," Andre said coolly.

Callie sank into the water up to her shoulders as well. Beneath the water, Jake could see her tits moving and bouncing ever so softly. She shot Jake a curious look. "Oh? And what was that verdict?" There was glint of curiosity in Callie's expression.

Andre couldn't hold back a smile, then he laughed out loud. "I think I've toyed with the white boy enough tonight. I don't want to give him a full blown heart attack."

Callie laughed. "Wow. You must have really scared him for a second." She glanced at Jake. He looked down at himself in shame. His pecker was still rock hard. There was no getting rid of that, and he was ashamed that it was. Because the direction that this evening had taken was definitely not where he wanted it to go.

Jake watched from the corner of pool, feeling like the outcast. Andre and Callie moved in a lazy circle, like jungle cats circling each other. They laughed, they drank, and they talked. Several times, Jake saw them whisper a few remarks. Then they'd both glance over at Jake and snicker, as though they'd just made a joke at his expense. Jake barely heard about what. He was too busy trying to form some plan to get them out of this. To take Callie and retreat to their room in a way that wouldn't cause an inevitable confrontation. And every which way he did the math, he felt as though there was no way out of this. Andre had them trapped. He wasn't going to let the night end on Jake's terms. And it seemed that Callie was blindly following Andre's lead at this point.

Jake's heart pounded like tribal drums in his ears. THUMP-A-THUMPTHUMPTHUMP! A-THUMPTHUMPTHUMP! A-THUMPTHUMPTHUMP!

"Jake?" Callie's voice across the water snapped him out of his thoughts and made his heart leap into his throat. Submerged in the pool, he wasn't aware of how drunk he was. But when he looked down at his glass, he saw that it was empty. He wasn't sure how long he'd zoned out with his thoughts.

"Huh?" He blinked dumbly at them.

Andre laughed. "Wow, he really is tuned out." He laughed harder.

Callie giggled. "I asked if you wanted another drink?" She held up her own glass. "I finished mine too."

"Oh," Jake blinked. He shook his head. "No, I was actually thinking that maybe we should start to sober up and call it a--"

"Drunk already?" Andre laughed. He glanced at Callie. "Man, white boys can't drink."

Callie shrugged modestly. "Neither can I."

"But you're at least holding your own. I'll tell you what, Jake," Andre said. "Why don't you hang here and try to sober up a little? Me and your wife are going to get us some refills." There was a firmness to the suggestion that resonated with Jake: 'Stay here while I leave with your wife.'

Callie didn't ask why Andre simply didn't send over the waiter with more, like he'd done up until now. It was like she already knew.

Then Andre dipped beneath the water and scooped up Callie in his enormous arms. Jake had the sudden urge to stop him. To scream out. To wake himself up from this dream, to grab his wife and pull her away from Andre...

But then Andre shot a look at Jake over his shoulder. He was smiling in triumph, but there was something much worse than his smile. It was that same murderous glare. The one that Andre had given the man with the gold tooth in that dark alley last night. It was a warning, and it sent chills down Jake's spine.

Andre then climbed out of the pool, with her. The sight was surreal-- this huge black man with water cascading down his muscular frame, like Colossus emerging from the sea, with Callie in his arms. His muscular round ass cheeks jumped and flexed with his stride. For a moment, Jake didn't see Andre's cock swinging between his legs. Then it dawned on Jake-- that was because Andre's cock wasn't limp anymore.

He set Callie down on the pool deck, and she hurried to retrieve towels and her things, deliberately not looking at Andre's monster erection, that stood full and proud. She wrapped her little white towel tightly around her body. It barely hid her curves, and her nipples pressed through the fabric.

"We're just going to go get drinks, really quickly, Jake," Callie insisted. She was trembling, and Jake realized that it wasn't out of any fear. It was out of excitement. "We can't go to the bar like this," Callie said, trying to sound innocent, but she wasn't fooling anyone. Herself, least of all. "I think there's some bottles in the mini-fridge in our room," she explained. "We're going to go look," then she hurried away without another glance at her husband.

"Right," Andre said, not even bothering to cover his naked body. "Jake, wait here." He repeatedly, like he was giving a command for a dog to stay. That murderous glint was in his eye, daring Jake to challenge him in any way. "Me and your wife are going to get us more drinks... back at the room," he emphasized in a tone that sounded mocking. His eyes bore holes through Jake. They all knew it was a lie, Jake most of all.

Jake shook his head. The tiniest sound of protest escaped his lips like a dying animal. It was pathetic. He didn't want them to go back to the room. He wanted desperately to say something that would stop this. But Jake realized that he couldn't... that he was scared. He peed himself. He actually peed. He didn't realize that it was happening until he felt the warm cloud surround him beneath the water.

"Glad you're so cool about this," Andre remarked with a smile-- completely confident that Jake wouldn't interrupt. Then he turned and followed Jake's wife back toward the honeymoon suite.

Jake stood, frozen and trembling, alone in the pool, even as the lights to the honeymoon suite flicked on. From his vantage point at the pool, he could see it all through the balcony windows.

Callie strode into the suite, and before Andre was even in sight, she was dropping her wet towel on the floor, discarding it. She was fully nude, dripping wet. Her breasts and body had a lovely sheen about them. She looks as though...

...as though she's ready to mate...

Jake wasn't sure why he thought of it, but then Andre strode into the room, towering over the young bride. His cock sticking straight out, pointing at its next conquest.

"Please no," Jake whispered to himself in a voice that felt too dry to be audible. He tried to pinch himself, begging that this all be a nightmare. That this entire trip was just some bad dream.

Then Andre pulled Callie into him. They knew Jake was out there, that he could probably see this, and they simply didn't care. Her face tilted up and their lips met in front of the balcony doors. Callie's hands went straight to Andre's manhood. There was a familiarity to the touch, and it dawned on Jake that this was not their first time fucking.

How long? How long had they been doing this? The question nagged at him, though it was really a moot point.

Callie's hands stroked Andre's shaft with fast eager pumps. She cast one glance to the balcony doors, seeing Jake alone in the darkness beyond. Then Andre was turning her face away from Jake and back to him. Their kissing resumed. Excited and passionate. Andre's dark face against Callie's white one. Their tongues wrestled in each other's mouths... and sometimes outside of them, in little teasing peeks for Jake to see.

He was shaking his head in utter disbelief, sobbing soundlessly to himself at the sight. The corners of his mouth turned down in an open frown. There was an intimacy about all of this that hinted there was more to this than a drunken bad decision.

Then Andre reached down, grabbed Callie's ass like he had before, and scooped her up into his arms. Callie threw her legs around his waist and locked her feet tightly together. All the while their powerful lustful kiss never broke. Then Jake saw Callie's big boobs mash against Andre's and his heart broke.

"Oh god," he cried, even as his own hand wrapped around his pitiful cock. His heart hurt more than it ever had, and at the same time, his cock was as hard as a flagpole. He stroked at the sight of this man completely inserting himself into their honeymoon, inserting his tongue into Jake's own wife.

Andre held Callie with one hand, while his other roamed her body, reaching up and fondling one of her large juicy tits. He squeezed and rubbed it roughly. His dark skin contrasting against Callie's pale boob. Their kiss broke, and Callie leaned her head back to moan. Jake couldn't hear it, but he could see the pleasure on her face.

"Oh god," he hated himself for masturbating to the sight of his own cuckolding, but he couldn't resist.

Andre hiked Callie higher, holding her up with ease. Her legs locked together behind his broad back. He wrapped his lip around one of Callie's erect nipples and began to suck with real hunger.

Jake took a deep snuffling breath. Andre was licking at the same nipples that Jake often liked to taste when he and Callie were in bed together. Now this interloper was claiming them as his. Even worse was when Callie held Andre by the back of his head and pushed his face hard against her chest. Jake couldn't hear what was being said, but he could see Callie's mouth move soundlessly, her eyes shut in pleasure. She was enjoying it, giving him instructions, whispering sweet nothings.

Andre turned away from the window and carried Callie to the bed. For a moment, all Jake could see was a pair of little white feet locked together behind a muscular dark-skinned back that was so broad, it was practically a wall. Andre's firm ass cheeks jumped as he moved.

Callie was facing Jake, dead on, and for a second, her eyes opened and found him in the dark. There was little regard for him in that momentary stare, and Jake groaned again in the wallows of despair.

Then Andre was climbing into the honeymoon bed with Jake's bride. There was little to see from this angle, beyond a pair of white spread legs, and the towering black man who lay between them.

Jake was trembling. There was no way Callie would be able to accommodate Andre's size with ease... unless...

Andre's hips began to move and Callie's toes curled on the sheets.

...unless they've done this before, Jake realized.

For the briefest of moments, Jake could hear the muted sounds of a woman moan. Then Andre's hips began a steady up and down motion that could only mean one thing-- Andre was inside of her.

Jake couldn't see the penetration, he could hardly see anything beyond a black man laying in his hotel bed, and the steady sensual way that he moved up and down. But somehow that was even worse, having to imagine it-- imagining Callie laying beneath him, staring up at the man who was taking her, and moaning into his face... probably kissing him.

Callie's toes continued to curl and grasp at the bed sheets. Her hands appeared at Andre's sides, holding him. The rhythm of their fucking like a slow gentle caress, and Jake felt like "making love" was too heart breaking of a term to describe what he was bearing witness to. Just as he and Callie had consummated their marriage, Andre and Callie were now consummating it's ruination.

Callie's hands started lower down Andre's sides. His pace started to quicken. Her hands reached his firm muscle-toned ass and she gave it a squeeze. Jake whimpered again. Callie was enjoying this! So much so that she was exploring Andre's body with her touch. Then her hands locked onto his hips and Jake could actually see her pulling Andre into her.

Andre's thrusting sped up. The bed began to shake. Jake could do nothing but follow Andre's ass with his eyes. Up and down, fast and steady, his strokes long-- they'd have to be, because the man's cock was colossal.

Jake watched as the speed built. There was a familiarity to the way Callie's hands caressed Andre that stung Jake in deep and profound ways. But still, he couldn't stop. His hand roamed his little white penis, and he was wondering what was the matter with him that he was stroking himself to the violation of his own marriage.

Andre's hips turned into a blur. The man's stamina was unmatched. The bed began to shake to the steady beat of Andre's fucking. There was an animalistic nature to it. Callie's feet came off the bed, and stood straight up in the air. Her toes still curled. Andre was an utter fuck machine. Jake swore he could hear the cries of passion emanating from the room, could hear the way the bed thundered against the wall, and it occurred to him why the honeymoon suite was so isolated in comparison to the rest of the rooms.

Andre's fucking went on and on. Longer than Jake would have ever been able to go at that speed and intensity. Beads of sweat formed across Andre's back, and traced rivers down the contours of his muscles as they ran.

Then suddenly, Callie's toes stopped curling. Instead they splayed wide, and Jake cried out in anguish as he knew what that meant-- Callie was having an orgasm. Andre had fucked her to orgasm. The muffled scream that followed only confirmed that. A moment later, and Andre withdrew, holding one of Callie's legs high in the air, he ran his tongue along her skin, tasting her.

Then they rolled over, like playful lovers. Callie was on top. Their bodies in profile to Jake, the sheets already askew from their frenzied movements. Callie looked like she was straddling a motorcycle that was so big, she had no business being on it.

Her hair was a tangled mess, and her expression was one of severe focus. A sheen of sweat coated their bodies. She bent forward and roamed Andre's mouth again with her own. Then she trailed her mouth down along Andre's muscles, kissing as she went, dragging her huge heavy boobs over his body, letting him feel the weight and smooth softness of her melons. It was something that always drove Jake nuts when she did it to him. But now, seeing another man enjoy it was utterly devastating. Andre lounged back, his hands tucked behind his head as he enjoyed the feel of Callie pleasuring him. Her mouth went down, down, down, until she finally reached his penis. She knelt between his legs like the submissive servant that she now was, and when her hand curled around the immense black shaft, Jake was struck by how big and powerful it really was... by how smitten Callie was over it.

She opened her mouth and wrapped her lips around the head and began to suck. And while she did, Andre turned his head ever so slightly and smiled in triumph at Jake, alone in the dark, stroking his little pecker to the sight of his wife feasting on huge black cock.

Jake shut his eyes, trying to blot out that cruel, mocking smile of Andre's. But his hand continued to rub himself.

When he opened his eyes again, Andre had returned to watching the view of Callie's head bobbing up and down. She was stroking with one hand, cradling his heavy black balls with the other. Her head pivoted this way and that, slinging her golden hair around Andre's chocolate colored lap. Her mouth worked, her cheeks puckered in, and her tongue slobbered. Jake could almost imagine the soft sucking and cooing noises she was making now. They were the same noises she'd once made so long ago when she'd first sucked on Jake's penis-- alone in her bedroom, with Callie's parents downstairs cooking dinner.

The anxiety in Jake's stomach was immense. How would this end? Would this ever end? Or would Jake have to live this moment for the rest of eternity?

Speaking of eternity, it was an eternity before Callie came up for air, almost not wanting to let him go. She aimed Andre's cock up toward his face, and kissed her way up and down the underside of his manhood, from his balls to his head, then back again.

When she was satisfied she'd had her fill of the feast, she began the slow sexy crawl back up his body, dragging her tongue and her tits along the way. They mashed against his hard body, plump and pale. Then she was on top of him again, and it was time for round two.

Callie straddled Andre, and grinded her hips along the length of his cock in several slow back and forth strokes, intended to tease Andre. It worked, because he shut his eyes and sucked in his lips. She smiled to herself, pleased to have earned this reaction. Then she finally grasped his dick.

Despite his pain, his anguish, and his despair, Jake needed to see it as well. He needed to see Andre penetrate his wife again, and when she sat down on him, Jake's heart broke all over.

Callie's voice carried out into the night. A howl of pleasure and lust. Animals in heat mating for life.

Then she began to bounce. Andre grasped Callie's hips as she moved her body. Jake had been there many times before and knew that Andre was in for a treat. Callie had always been at her best when she was on top. She knew how to move her body, how to grip and ride, how to gyrate and pivot her hips in sexy little rotations, trying to take more and more of his cock. And she was doing all of those things right.

The bed bounced up and down with their movements. Callie's tits jiggled, and both Jake and Andre followed them with their eyes. Her juicy butt shook.

Jake could almost imagine the sighs that Callie let out each time she sank onto that length of meat. A smooth steady up and down. Nothing like the feverish way that Andre had fucked her. This was Callie's turn, and her effort wasn't to pound him, but to please him, to savor him and to let him savor her.

She rode. She rode him for a long time. Orgasm after orgasm shown on her face, and each time that it happened, Jake groaned more to himself. His own hand a blur beneath the pool's surface, but he found that even as he stroked, he couldn't cum. He felt numb from the waist, down. An erection that would never end, because even if he wanted to, he was in too much emotional pain to release.

Sweat ran down Callie's body. Her hair clung to her shoulders. She was growing tired, and when she couldn't seem to catch her breath, she collapsed across Andre's body, allowing him to take over. They kissed as Andre planted his feet, gripped her ass, and began to thrust up into her.



Jake watched their tongues dance and play. Callie slid her tits from side to side across Andre's body, to entice him. It worked, because his rhythm sped quickly, until his hips were practically a blur, and Callie could do nothing but go along for the ride. She looked like a cowgirl atop a racing bronco, leaning into the wind. She merely held on while the muscular body beneath took her wherever he wanted to go. Her eyes were shut, her lip was clenched in her teeth. Jake could hear her squealing through the glass of the balcony doors. He was positive the bed would break beneath them, yet somehow it didn't.

Whenever Andre slowed, Callie took over, bouncing herself along his length with reckless abandon. She looked like she'd lost her mind. And back and forth they went like that, for what felt like eternity. This must have been the same hell that June had suffered through at the sight of Mei being plowed.

Jake lost all track of time, and from the looks of it, so did Callie and Andre. The two new lovers' lips were locked tightly together when it was time for yet another change in position. Callie climbed to her feet and stood uncertainly. She looked lost, waiting for Andre to guide her.

And guide her, he did-- right to the balcony doors.

"Oh no," Jake groaned to himself.

Andre grinned cruelly as he bent Callie over in front of the window that faced out to the pool. Her hands splayed out on either side of her for support, like she was going to hug Jake from afar. But there was no hug coming. There was no warmth in any of this, and certainly no loving embrace.

Andre stood behind her and took her by the hips. Callie looked out into the night, almost apologetic, but not really sorry, as she spied the sight of her pathetic loser husband, alone and miserable, stroking himself in the pool.

Then her eyes shut, and all reminders of Jake were lost as Andre mounted her from behind, held her around the waist, and slid his cock deep.

Silhouetted against the bedroom lights behind them, Jake could see Andre's heavy pair of balls swinging back and forth as he fucked Callie. Their bodies moving together, her tits jiggled. Andre pushed harder into her, and those tits mashed against the glass. Jake gasped as he squeezed his cock.

Callie turned her head, her cheek pressed against the glass as well. Her gasping breath began to fog up the window.

Andre bit his lip, his face a contorted mask of concentration and pleasure. He was mating with Jake's woman, and was having the time of his life doing it. His cheeks puffed out with each exhale, and he threw his head back. It was a moan, but to Jake, it looked a mocking laugh that Andre was barking to the heavens.

Callie's eyes were also shut. She was holding on for her life as she braced against the glass. She was letting Andre fuck her in a way that she had immediately halted when Jake had attempted it on their first day here. The memory of it broke Jake's heart. It was an eon ago. When Callie was still devoted, and Jake was still happy. When the future looked bright, and not like this-- a nightmare without end. A nightmare where an immense black warrior had stolen his wife, cast Jake aside, and was endlessly pleasuring her with a body built for fucking.

"Not fair," Jake was sobbing as his hand pulled and rubbed his penis.

Callie and Andre didn't care. Their mating would go on, no matter what Jake wanted.

Andre peered over Callie's head. His eyes glaring at Jake, daring him to even try to stop him. His mouth spread in a proud, triumphant grin. It mocked Jake. It said things like 'Look at your woman, white boy. My place is inside of her, and your place is out there, tugging on your pathetic little dick.'

If only Callie could see that expression on Andre's face, would she still stand up for him as firmly as she had? Probably, Jake realized. She probably wouldn't care. She was too far gone. Lost in the throes of pleasure.

Andre fucked her against the glass like an animal, for the remainder of their romp. Callie's legs quivered and shook, signaling the approaching conclusion to their ritual. Neither one stopped. Both were gasping, their mouths hanging open as they soundlessly gasped for air.

Jake watched in defeat as both of their expressions went from heavy breathing with their eyes shut, until suddenly their eyes popped open. He knew, even without sound, Jake knew-- Andre was having an orgasm. At this very moment, a flood of this man's fertile seed was pumping into Callie's womb, swimming upstream to meet her eggs. Jake prayed that it wouldn't take, but he couldn't be sure of anything anymore.

Andre's hands gripped her tightly by the hips, and he gave hard, deep, slow pumps for emphasis-- to really drive home the point that he was packing his semen tightly into her baby maker. His mouth hung open as he used her body to evacuate the cum from his balls, milking it from his shaft, squeezing every last drop out. Callie held on, gulping and writhing in pleasure until Andre was satiated.

Then, like the obedient girl that Callie was, she turned and dropped to her knees before Andre, like she was praying at the feet of a stone statue. Her back turned on her husband as she faced her new lover. Andre's long dark shaft was covered with a milky white glaze of their combined cum. Callie grasped that cock and fed from it, accepting it into her mouth, she began the long intimate task of cleaning his cock of their sins.

And while she lapped him up, Andre grasped her by the head, peered out at the night, and began to fuck Callie's face. He found Jake, crying in the dark and grinned at him, spearing him through the heart with that expression, while he speared his dick into Callie's throat. She let him. She let him do all of it. She knelt obediently, her face tilted up to accept Andre, however he wanted to violate her mouth. She stroked him, rubbed his balls, and kissed his shaft as drool ran from her chin and pooled between her knees. Her heart-shaped butt pressed against the glass. She was in an absolute frenzy to please him, desperate for it.

Andre fucked her face until he was sure that she had thoroughly cleaned him up. Then, almost delicately, he helped her to her feet and guided her on trembling legs to the bed. Callie cast a glance out the balcony window one last time-- mostly to make sure that Jake wasn't about to come bursting through the glass in a fit of violent rage. Then she laid down in her honeymoon bed when Andre instructed her to.

Andre cast one final glance at Jake in the dark, smiled darkly at him, then switched off the light, sending the room into a total darkness where Jake could no longer see them.

Alone in the night now, Jake began to let his sobs of anguish audibly roll through the night. Even as he masturbated, he cried until tears were running down his face and dropping into the pool. The rest of the resort was indifferent, and the parties continued on...

*** To be continued... ***


Cucked in the Tropics Ch. 10

*** Disclaimer ***

The following story is a work of fiction. It contains themes of cheating, cuckoldry, voyeurism, exhibitionism and NTR. If this isn't the fetish for you, don't waste your time flooding my inbox with hate mail-- it'll only make me want to write and post MORE cuck stuff (unless, of course, that's your goal...)

Otherwise, I love hearing from fans, and welcome any suggestions, thoughts, criticisms, or fantasy ideas. Enjoy!

***

CUCKED IN THE TROPICS Ch. 10

***

Jake awoke disoriented and confused. What time was it? His head was throbbing unpleasantly, and his eyes felt dry and puffy, as though he'd had a good cry. There was a brief blissful moment where he couldn't remember anything from last night. Couldn't remember why he was asleep on a pool lounger, using a towel as a blanket.

Then it all came roaring back to him. He and Callie had been drinking with Andre, they'd skinny dipped, Andre had made some very threatening gestures and comments toward Jake, and then he'd taken Callie back to the room under the guise of 'getting more drinks'. They hadn't returned.

Alone in the pool, Jake had seen them through the balcony doors-- treated to a front row view of Andre and Callie wildly fucking like smitten unsupervised teenagers in Jake's honeymoon suite. Then they'd simply turned out the light and gone to sleep.

"Oh god," Jake groaned softly to himself, feeling his heart break all over again. The knots of anguish in his gut that had loosened while he was asleep were now tightening once more. When he sat up, he was surprised to find a group of pool goers seated around the site of his humiliation.

Half a dozen strangers in bathing suits sat on loungers, or stood with drinks in their hand. All of them wore slightly bemused expressions on their faces. It was as though they'd all been witness to the scene last night, and were mocking him now with their good humor.

As Jake looked around, he realized that nobody was looking at him. They were seeing past him, at the balcony doors to his suite and...

Jake groaned as he saw it.

Callie's bare body as she sat upright in bed. Her back was facing the audience of onlookers. Her curvy ass was fully visible, and the sides of her big round breasts were obvious. Even more obvious, as it stood out in stark contrast to her pale skin, was the set of large dark hands that moved up and down the curve of her hips.

Callie's body was moving. She was sliding up and down with the slow sensual movements that could only be love-making.

As her ass rose up and down, Jake could see beneath her butt, the large dark shaft that was impaling her. Andre's cock was enormous, and covered with the white glaze of Callie's cum. His heavy balls rubbed against her ass each time that she sank down low on him.

There was a slow, hypnotic rhythm to the way that they moved in tandem.

"Oh god," Jake repeated. Again? They were going at it again? How could this even be possible? They'd fucked so vigorously for so long last night, how were they not hung over and exhausted?

But Jake remembered the first time he had stayed with Callie at college-- the first times they'd explored each other. And they'd been much the same way then-- too enthralled by the excitement of something new, that they didn't feel things like hunger, or fatigue, or exhaustion.

His eyes went from the brutal gut wrenching scene taking place in his hotel room, to the audience of onlookers at the pool. Several didn't seem bothered, but others were watching, snickering, and offering muted commentary.

Callie's butt waggled from side to side as she sashayed her hips and rode Andre's cock. The steady up and down movement was difficult to look away from. Even Jake found his cock tensing in his shorts.

He staggered to his feet. Thank god he was dressed. This would have been only more embarrassing if he'd been too drunk to put his clothes back on.

"They're just showing off," a stranger at the pool commented, peering over the rims of her sunglasses as she glanced at the show. "At least close the drapes."

"Ah, let them have their fun," a man replied. "Besides, they're in love."

The words were like a punch to his gut all over again. So many feelings bubbled to the surface. It was one thing to be betrayed and humiliated in the dark, while the three of them were alone. But to be humiliated publicly... that was a whole new level of torture.

Jake started toward the glass doors on unsteady legs. He wasn't sure what he was going to do. He didn't have a plan.

He started to pound his fist on the glass. "Hey!" He shouted.

For the briefest moment, Callie paused in her slow steady riding. She glanced over her shoulder. Her face was a mixture of surprise and shame as she locked eyes with her husband. Then Andre's hands slid upwards, turned her face away, and resumed the slow steady way that they lifted and lowered Callie along his dark shaft, burying it up to his balls inside of her.

Her eyes shut and the shame vanished from her face as she resumed.

"Hey!" Jake pounded again, but this time they ignored him.

"Buddy, you're blocking my view," one of the onlookers commented, and a few others chuckled.

Jake glanced around at the sea of faces that were regarding his outburst with renewed curiosity. The blush crept across his face as they started to put two and two together.

Too humiliated to stand out there and continue to make a spectacle of himself, he hurried away.

Inside, it wasn't much better. The hallway back to his hotel suite seemed like something out of a horror movie. But it was his own personal horror movie-- because at the end of it was something that only frightened and confused him-- his wife in bed with another man.

Jake wasn't sure what he was going to do until he reached his door. And to his surprise, it wasn't latched. The sounds of gasps and moans emanated from within. Jake's heart was pounding, his legs were trembling. His anger was at fever pitch.

When he stepped into the suite and saw the steady erotic movements of his wife going up and down on Andre's lap, Jake could no longer control himself. "Hey!" He shouted so loudly, that a startled Callie gave a yelp and rolled off of Andre's lap, throwing a blanket around herself to cover up. Like it was even necessary. Jake had seen her naked hundreds of times, but now it was to hide her body from *him*.

"That's my wife!" Jake's voice was quivering, and instead of it coming out like an angry bark, it sounded like more of a pathetic restatement of the obvious.

Andre was already up on his feet, anticipating that it would come to this sooner or later. He was completely naked, from head to toe. His erect cock, reaching out like an arm. His dark veiny skin was coated in a milky glaze, that Jake recognized as his own wife's juices. Andre's muscles were misted with sweat, and his expression was fierce, yet calm. He was ready for a fight, but had absolute confidence in his authority over this pasty little white man with the red hair and the bad sunburn.

Andre towered over Jake. Even his shoulders seemed to extend a full two feet above Jake's head. Jake's hands curled into fists as he stared up at his tormentor.

Andre regarded him like a bug to be squashed. The danger in his eyes was obvious. His eyes told the stories of a million crimes, a million acts of violence that he thought nothing of committing.

Jake's heart was pounding, and as he regarded the wall of dark muscle in front of him, he became aware of something else. Not only had he lost his wife, but he would lose this fight.

His shoulders sagged in defeat. His stare dropped to the floor. "That's my wife," he repeated. But this time, his conviction had gone out of him.

Andre stood as still as a statue for moments that seemed to extend into eternity. Eventually Callie stepped up behind Andre. She was regarding her husband with a look of shameful pity. "Jake, just go," she said. "Just go spend the day at the pool or something."

Jake couldn't bring himself to look at her. In defeat, he started for the door, but Andre blocked his way.

"No Callie," Andre said in a voice that halted them both in their tracks. Jake looked up dumbfounded. "Jake needs to see this."

Jake and Callie traded a matching look of confusion and anxiety. What was he talking about?

Then Andre put his arm around Callie's waist and steered her back toward the bed. The sheets were a mess, pulled up from their corners in a tangle. How long had they been fucking? How many times?

Callie went willingly, and as Andre eased her back onto the bed, Andre said in a low, but firm voice. "Your husband needs to understand."

"Oh. Okay," Callie said. Submissive and docile. She laid down as Andre climbed onto the bed with her. It was like Andre had some power over her. She was submissive and tame in his presence, in ways she never was with Jake.

Jake stood, frozen and ashamed.

"Sit down!" Andre barked, his voice going off like a gun shot. Jake jumped. His legs reacted before his brain did. He hurried to a chair and sat down, desperate to not incur Andre's wrath.

Jake swallowed as Andre positioned Callie on the bed with gentle but firm commanding movements. She went willingly as Andre laid her on her side so she was facing Jake. Her eyes weren't able to meet her husband's. Andre spooned in behind her, draping his big black arm across her porcelain skin-- a gesture of ownership, a gesture of taking something away from another man. Andre's hand groped around until he found her ample breasts. He helped himself, squeezing and massaging her tits right in front of Jake.

Her eyes shut and she bit her lips together, trying to hold in the sigh of pleasure for the sake of this new party that was in the room with them.

"You like that?" Andre asked.

Callie whimpered deep down in her throat but eventually nodded. "Mhm," she squeaked out, her hips starting to move backward, feeling for Andre's manhood with her butt. Their morning romp hadn't yet reached its conclusion, and Callie desperately needed one. She couldn't recall a time in her life that she'd been more horny than on this vacation.

"I wasn't asking you, baby. I know you like it. I was asking your cuck husband," Andre said. He glared at Jake over Callie's shoulder.

Jake reddened, looking away.

"I asked you a question, white boy," Andre's voice came out harsher. His rubbing more invasive.

"What do you want?" Jake asked, nearly crying out. His voice quivered. He sounded terribly young, tremendously afraid, and humiliated beyond words.

"I want you to see how happy your wife is, getting fucked by my big black cock," Andre grinned like a shark, trailing his fingers tenderly along Callie's milky skin. "And I want you to know your role. Now quite being a little baby, and tell me, do you like this, white boy?"

Jake swallowed and glanced back, in visible anguish. He shook his head, his eyes wearing an expression of 'how could you?' His throat bobbed.

"Hubby is a liar," Andre explained to Callie, even as he lifted up one of her legs and Andre's enormous stiff member slid against the outside of her pussy. She let him. She couldn't resist Andre. She felt like putty in his hands.

He teased the length of his dick back and forth against her hungry pussy lips. Callie bit her lip and shut her eyes, moaning softly, trying to restrain the pleasure in her expression-- at least for Jake's sake.

"I saw little Jake out there in the pool, watching us last night as we made love," Andre moaned. "He was jerking himself off to what we were doing. Isn't that right, little peeping tom?" Andre's accent emphasized each syllable, somehow making his harsh words come out clean and charming, despite the humiliation that he was putting Jake through.

Jake swallowed again, reddened, but he couldn't bring himself to look away from the sight of Andre's strong dark cock rubbing against Callie's innocent pink folds. Callie's soft mewing moans were escaping her throat, and Jake realized that from his vantage point in the pool last night, he hadn't been able to hear the pleasure coming from her as she and Andre had done their vigorous mating ritual.

Jake was shaking. Tears were in his eyes as his gaze alternated between Callie's guilty but pleasurable expression, to Andre, glaring at him domineering and confident, to the big strong hands that were holding up Callie's leg, groping at her tits, and the giant baby-making organ that was being rubbed threateningly on his wife's snatch. The heartache was beyond anything Jake had felt before. And it was made even worse, by the unmistakable stirring in his shorts. Please god, not now.

"I said, isn't that right, white boy?" Andre insisted in a much harsher tone. His voice didn't raise-- there was no need for that-- but there was a definite 'answer me or else' undertone to his words.

"No, I want you to stop!" Jake blurted out. His spit was thick from the tightness in his throat. His voice came out willowy and high, with the uncontrollable quivering of his diaphragm. He was barely holding the tears back, as they threatened to spill from his eyes.

Callie's eyes opened slightly. There was a look of guilty pity in them. But then Andre grasped his cock by the base of his shaft and pressed the head into her folds, and the moan that escaped her hips silenced any protest she might have towards Jake's humiliation. Jake could see clearly that Callie, no matter how bad she might feel for Jake's embarrassment, wouldn't stop Andre's advances. She simply didn't want to. Whatever she saw in Andre was beyond Jake's control... or her own.

"If she wanted to stop," Andre hissed, his hips still moving, working, teasing Callie's body into submission, "she would have done it days ago."

Jake swallowed, watching as the thick head of Andre's cock pushed steadily in and out of Callie's pussy. His eyes were restless and he hurriedly glanced at her face. Callie was looking back at him. Guilty, but she was making no move to stop herself from pushing back into Andre's thrust.

"For days?" he asked her, and Callie blushed, her gaze dropped shamefully with this new admission. But there was no denying it any longer. She nodded, and when she looked back up at him, there was the briefest glimpse of human emotion in them-- a look of apology.

"We've been doing this for days," Andre repeated. "May as well lay all the cards on the table now, right baby girl?" Andre's big hand fondled her boobs back and forth, then reached up to her chin, turned her face and he planted a long passionate kiss on her lips. Callie was a little tentative to return it, with her husband so close, but after a moment, she couldn't fight it any longer. Her mouth opened and she reciprocated, her tongue playfully dancing with Andre's. As they did, Andre eased himself deeper into Callie's body, and she moaned against Andre's mouth.

When they finally broke the kiss, Callie glanced back at her husband. She wanted to say something, to utter an apology. But instead, only silence came out. Silence and the sounds of her throaty moans of pleasure.

Andre sank himself deep into her tight body, making her eyes roll back. Her hand shot out for a moment and gripped the sheets tightly.

Jake was crying now, wallowing in self pity. The silence was thick. Broken only by the heavy breathing of Andre, the moans of Callie, and the soft sobs of Jake.

As Andre's pace increased, a steady meaty slapping sound filled the air as Andre's body met Callie's ass again and again.

Callie whimpered, a wave of pleasure rolled through her body. Nobody in the room was sure if Callie was also crying, or if her high quivering voice was one of pleasure. Callie, least of all.

"It's okay baby," Andre moaned, withdrawing his cock slowly to really show off the wet sheen that Callie's excitement had left behind. "You don't need to feel bad for enjoying yourself." He looked Jake straight in the eye. "She and I have been fucking for days without you knowing. It started when I took her shopping..." he sank his dick back into her, traveling up her womb until his big heavy balls came to rest against her. "She gave me quite the show in the changing room. She barely knew me at the time, but she showed me those big white titties of hers, and she asked to see my big black cock. I showed her. I let her see every inch of this." He slid his tool out until her greedy pink lips were kissing just the head. Then he drove it back inside of her warmth.

Jake didn't want to hear this. Each admission was a knife through his heart. But a part of him needed to hear, needed to know so that he could put all of his questions to rest.

"We fucked a lot after that," Andre grunted. His body wrapped so tightly around Callie. His hands knowing her curves and contours intimately, suggested to Jake that he wasn't lying. They hadn't hooked up once. They'd done it a lot. "All while you were laying in bed, being a little bitch about your sunburn. God, it must suck to be white."

As Andre explained it, his hips began to move in a faster and steadier rhythm, building up to a repeated violation of Jake's marriage. All the while, Callie lay there and let it happen. She might look guilty and apologetic when confronted with the anguish on Jake's face, but there was no denying the sighs of pleasure that escaped from her lips.

Andre's hands moved along Callie's curves, wanting to feel all of her as he stared over her body at Jake. Callie wasn't his only conquest in this act of violation. Jake was too. And Andre was letting him know just that with his eyes.

"That whole misunderstanding with the boat while you were in the water..." Andre panted, licking his lips like he was tasting Jake's misery. "That wasn't a misunderstanding at all. I took your wife somewhere, where you couldn't interrupt us. And we fucked. We fucked hard. She barely gave you any thought."

Jake wiped his eyes as he sobbed quietly, witnessing the entire act unfolding.

Callie's face was a storm of conflict and contradiction. Sorrow and pleasure. Lust and apology. She didn't look like she knew what she was feeling, and each time she started to settle on any emotion, a new one came along like a wave on a beach, washing the sandcastle away.

"Is this true?" Jake managed to whimper out.

Callie could hardly find her words, Andre's steady hips were pounding her too hard. He fed his cock into her again and again, his monster black shaft vanishing into her womb like a disappearing act. Her head bobbed mindlessly, and her hair bounced.

"Yes," it took a considerable effort for her to choke out the words, but when she did, it sounded like a high pitched squeal.

For only a moment, Jake believed her, and that she really did feel bad. But then Andre plunged deep, and Callie screamed out the word again. "Yes! Oh god... yesssss!" She cried out and arched her back. Her body quivered and a fit of gasps escaped her shuddering lips. Her head tilted back, her eyes fluttered. She grasped at Andre's hands, and clenched them tightly as a series of high pitched cries emanated from her mouth.

Jake knew what he was seeing, even though he'd never seen her have one with this intensity before. Callie was having an orgasm. A real one. One that left nobody any doubts if it was really happening or not.

And as Jake looked about himself, he realized that he wasn't the only one witnessing the shameful display. He looked over his shoulder. The crowd was still out by the pool, and although they weren't paying them much mind, they were fully visible-- Andre and Callie in the throws of sexual bliss, and sad lonely Jake, folded in on himself and weeping like a little girl. There was no doubt that the two strawberry blonde white people were a couple... had been a couple... and that the wife was now enjoying the new lover that she'd taken.



The sex went on, indifferent to Jake's pain.

Her screams were stirring something in him that he didn't want to consider... his face felt hot but so did his loins.

Callie's cries of pleasure went on and on. Andre wrapped his arms around her body, his big hand going to her neck. He held her by it, kissing the side of her face as she orgasmed. It was a grab meant to escalate her sexual thrill. A gentle but firm grip around the neck to remind her of who was boss, who was in control. It worked, because Callie squealed and whimpered and shook as her pussy swallowed Andre's cock again and again.

But that glare... that glare that Andre regarded Jake with....It made him tremble with renewed fear. It was meant to be menacing. And menacing it was, because Andre's next words were a snarl. "Here's how it's going to be, Jake." Andre said, even as his hips continued to plunge into Callie's depths, and her screams and moans carried on and on. "If you want to continue to stay in this room... in this resort for the rest of your trip... you're going to have to get okay with this new relationship that me and your wife have."

"I tried, Jake... I really tried," Callie whimpered out when her orgasm finally passed and Andre continued to ravage her. He still had her by the neck, but instead of looking afraid, her eyes were glazed over with lustful greed. She didn't want him to let up. He leaned his head down and sucked on her neck. She reached up and caressed his face as he did so. Their bodies in constant motion, not able to stop for Jake, for anything. "But..." she sighed again with pleasure. "But... it's..." another moan. "But it's complicated. It's complicated right now."

Jake blinked stupidly at her, more tears rolling down his cheeks. He said nothing.

"I don't know what I want..." Callie moaned. "But... I don't want to stop with Andre. Not while we're here."

Jake was crying harder, hearing his wife redefine the parameters of the marriage because of her own selfish lust.

"The damage is already done. So if you want to work it out after this trip is over... we'll talk about it then..." Callie grunted, and when Andre released her neck, her hand shot down between her legs. She started to vigorously rub her clit as Andre plunged deep. She was about to say more, but another wave of pleasure rolled through her, stiffening her back and driving the wind from her lungs in one mindless moan that trailed into a squeak.

"Listen to your wife, man," Andre grunted, gripping her by the shoulders now, fucking her from behind. The two of them laying on their sides as they spoke to him, making Jake feel like he was attending the world's most fucked up intervention. "You can accept your role, keep staying in your nice paid-for suite, maybe enjoy the last of your trip, and maybe even get treated to a show once in a while," Andre smirked at that last part. "Or we can have a problem. You decide."

"Seriously, Jake..." Callie moaned. "Honey, now isn't the time. We can talk about this later. Just don't... don't cause a problem."

Jake didn't know what to say to this... to any of this. His wife was having sex on her honeymoon with another man. How could he possibly be okay with this?

"It's okay, baby. I don't think Jake will be a problem," Andre remarked, moaning in his own delight as he sank himself again and again into Callie's welcoming warmth. "Look at him. He's got a boner right now. That means he likes this."

Andre pointed, and when Jake glanced down, he realized that he was right. His cock was hard in his pants, even though he couldn't fathom why. His own body was betraying him. He didn't want it to be so-- that his cock was hard while he was watching another man fuck his wife, and yet it was.

Even Callie glanced down at Jake's lap and her face registered surprise. "Is that true?" She asked softly, reaching back to continue to caress Andre's face.

Jake covered himself shamefully, and took a deep snuffling breath.

"That's because we look so good together," Andre explained to Callie before turning back to Jake. "Go ahead. I'm not heartless. Play with it, white boy, while I fuck your wife. Rub that little white dick while I treat your woman to a real man."

"G-go ahead Jake," Callie nervously agreed. "Rub your dick while you watch us."

Jake was alarmed by the suggestion. His face flushing a solid shade of red and a pathetic mew of protest emerged from his throat. He shook his head, but when his hands dropped down to cover his tenting erection, Jake found his fingers closing around his shaft. It felt pitiful in comparison to the monster cock that he was looking at glide in and out of his wife.

Callie darted a nervous glance from Andre, then to Jake, and back again. The question on her face-- was this okay? Andre was grinning, delighted to be pushing Jake.

Jake's face was defeated, humiliated. But his hand started to move on his boner. Just the subtle opening and closing of his fingers at play.

"It's okay Jake," Callie coaxed with another sigh of pleasure. "We can make this work," she urged him, more encouraged to see Jake masturbating to the sight of her cheating. Did that mean he was okay with this? She didn't think so, but it was a good sign.

"Rub that little white dick, cuck. Sit right there," Andre commanded, "And watch the things I do to your sexy little white wife." He ordered. And the firmness of his tone frightened Jake. Andre held Callie by the hips and pushed his cock in and out of her. "Let's give him a show. Something to make it alright." He whispered in Callie's ear. "Ever been watched like this before?" he asked Callie and she shook her head, her brow pinched together as she looked back at Jake. The broken heart written all over his face, yet his hand moving on his lap told a slightly different story of a man in conflict. The warring emotions of lust, of pain, and of defeat all drawing up their borders in Jake Decker.

"It's kind of hot, isn't it?" Andre licked her ear. His big arms snaked more tightly around her body and his fingers slid down her belly until they reached between her legs. Callie's hand was still feverishly working around her clit. Andre smacked it away and took over for her.

Callie whimpered and felt herself nodding in agreement.

"I think Jake thinks we look good together," Andre snickered. And Callie allowed herself a nervous laugh. She kept her eyes cautiously locked on her husband. Clearly by his expression, Jake didn't share in their assessment. He was embarrassed. But his hand continued on.

"You like watching? You pervert." Andre laughed, and this time Callie giggled more easily. "Little white cuck, bitch."

Jake sniffled, but the act of masturbating seemed to take his mind off of this horrible betrayal and heavy ball of misery that rested in his gut. He didn't want to admit it, least of all to himself, but the sight of busty curvy blonde Callie laying with this giant dark skinned islander was the one of the hottest things he'd ever seen-- heartbreaking or not. Her body glided in time with Andre's. They had a rhythm to their bodies that was almost animalistic.

"It's kind of like your own private porno movie, right?" Callie asked Jake. "Like a front row seat."

Jake swallowed, shut his eyes, and just tried to concentrate on touching his penis. He needed to shut out all thoughts of pain and misery.

"Does Jake like porn?" Andre teased.

"Yes," Callie panted, grabbing at one of Andre's hands and guiding it up to her tits, mashing them in his palm.

"That's because Jake likes to watch. Bet you're going to be big into interracial after this trip," Andre smirked. And he rammed his cock so hard into Callie, that his balls made a heavy slapping sound on her skin.

Jake's eyes opened, and traveled over their sweaty bodies, shiny and writhing on the bed sheets. His cock jumped in his hand. What was happening to him that he was going along with this? This shouldn't be a source of pleasure. This was an absolute nightmare. His wife had been seduced into sleeping with another man on their honeymoon by a man bigger, stronger, and more masculine than he could ever be. Worst of all, they were no longer even trying to hide it, but were copulating right in front of him, confident in his absolute submission to their desires. It was literally the nightmare of any white married man.

"Tell him to jerk is little white cock," Andre instructed Callie.

And just like that, the nightmare got even worse. Because now Callie looked Jake dead in the face, and apologetic expression in her eyes or not, she blurted out the words, "Jerk your little white cock."

"*Pathetic* little white cock," Andre said.

Callie nodded. "Your little white cock is... pathetic." She was reluctant to say it, to really blurt out the words. But when she did, they came out colder and more truthful than anything Jake would have expected to hear. He'd never considered that his manhood was small, and up until recently, Callie never seemed concerned with his endowment. But now it was being said, plain as day, while Callie mated with another man. The true brutal honesty. They were both fully naked, fucking up close so that Jake could see it all. There was no reason to lie about anything anymore. This was the naked truth.

Callie's eyes shut when Andre sank deep again, and she couldn't stop herself. "Andre's cock is so huge. I love it..." she whimpered, caught her breath and said it louder. "I love black cock."

Despite the shame and humiliation, Jake couldn't remove his hand from his own throbbing penis. He stroked and cried at the same time, even as they belittled the only thing that defined him as a man. His heart and brain told him one thing. But as Callie and Andre rolled over among the sheets and switched positions, Jake's penis told him something completely different. Jake's penis was delighted in this show, even if the rest of his body was destroyed.

Callie lay on her back now. Andre knelt between her legs, his firm ass resting on his heels. He grabbed Callie by the legs, and pulled her into him. Both of them leaned back, bringing their bodies together below the waist.

As Jake watched their new position-- something Callie had never tried before, yet she fell into completely naturally-- his dick jumped in his hand. The message was clear-- it liked what he saw.

"You're not going to take out that little white shrimp dick?" Andre asked, pushing his hips up and forward. Callie moved her own body, meeting his thrust. The bed shook.

"He's embarrassed," she managed to gasp out. "Maybe he's afraid yours will eat his."

Andre let out a laugh. "Husband is ashamed of his manhood. I'll bet he refused to change in the locker room front of the other kids in during gym class."

"He did," Callie giggled, having heard the stories of Jake's bashfulness.

Jake reddened again. They were talking about him, as though he wasn't even in the room. The shame was greater than anything he'd ever felt. He'd never been as unhappy with himself as he was in this moment.

Callie and Andre began the slow and steady buildup of their passion in this new position, until the headboard was thumping against the wall. It reminded Jake of the steady beat of drums. It pounded in his ears. The mattress bounced beneath the lovers.

"I don't know how you're so hung, but I don't think any guy compares to your cock," Callie admitted. She glanced at Jake from the corner of her eye. A quick glance. A glance that said "Sorry, but it's true." Then she turned and faced her new mate, and bucked her hips harder and wilder against him, taking Andre deeper into herself.

Jake had to look away for a second. His eyes dropped to his lap. At the pathetic boner that he was rubbing over his pants. He hated himself-- for his lack of endowment, but much more than that-- for touching it to the sight of his own wrecked marriage.

When he looked back up, Andre and Callie were staring into each other's eyes as they fucked. Andre's expression was one of assertion. 'You're mine', his eyes said. Callie's eyes were big and starry, as though she was a damsel, regarding the muscular superhero that just rescued her from certain doom.

Their bodies moved naturally, built for each other, built for this. Andre's hands reached up and rubbed Callie's jiggling tits. His dark fingers against her skin make Jake seethe with hatred and self loathing for letting this happen.

"I want to thank you, white boy," Andre grunted as beads of sweat ran down his face. "If you hadn't been such a baby about your sun burn, this wouldn't have been possible." The bed shook harder as Andre violated Callie's womb again and again.

She was moaning deeper. Her voice turning to animalistic grunts that cried out through clenched teeth. She glanced at Jake, and each time that Andre taunted him, and Jake showed no real reaction, she grew more confident that she could let herself go.

"Harder, Andre. Fuck me harder," she grunted and urged him on.

Andre complied. He reached out with a big strong hand and there was a harsh slapping sound as he slapped one of her tits, making it bounce wildly. Callie let out a pathetic startled whimper.

Jake's eyes widened.

"That's it, take it baby," Andre ordered her. "Take my big black dick." He slapped her again, and this time, Callie's body seemed to melt into Andre's trusts. "Ohhhh Andre!" The pink handprint that formed on her flesh was visible.

SLAP SLAP! He smacked each of her breasts, and each time, Callie cried out. But her rhythm never slowed.

"Stop it!" Jake pled, his hand pathetically playing with himself.

"Shut the fuck up!" Andre thundered at him, and Jake shrank away in fear.

"It's okay, Jake," Callie sighed in pleasure and pain. "I kind of like it." She ran her tongue around her lips, and glanced submissively back up to Andre-- her conqueror. "I think I like it rough," she admitted with a tentative smile.

"Damn right you do," Andre gripped her by a handful of her hair, making her wince, and when he drove himself hard into her, the bed seemed to slam into the wall. "Your little bitch ass white boy husband ever fuck you like this?"

The pounding that he was putting Callie through was so rough, she could only clench her eyes shut. Her lips peeled back, her teeth tightly clenched together, and a high pitched squeak came from deep in her throat. It was the only answer she could give. Her toes curled, and her hands grasped the sheet.

"Speak up," Andre didn't relent. His hips were a blur. His cock a piston. His muscles bulged and his eyes burned. He lashed out with his free hand and slapped her chest again. "Better answer me, or I'm going to slap these big white titties until they're raw!"

"No!" Callie finally cried out. "Jake never fucks me like this! Could never fuck me like you do!"

Jake's heart shattered all over again. Callie couldn't even look at Jake. Andre was taking her so hard that the bed threatened to break and spill them both to the floor. Nearby, the bedside lamp toppled over. Picture frames rattled against the drywall.

Andre released Callie's hair and threw her back onto the bed. He grabbed her by the thighs and relentlessly drove himself into her again and again. "Oh god... don't stop... don't stop!" Callie screamed again and again.

Andre held on and muscled himself into her over and over. He didn't have to do it for long. Callie grabbed at the sheets for handholds. Her eyes rolled back and her whole body stiffened as her back arched and came off the bed.

"Ahhhh!" She cried out in desperate pleasure. Jake didn't see much from this angle, but he saw a splash of wet erupt from between her and Andre's bodies. He saw the sheets beneath her turn dark with a spreading wetness, and Jake knew that it didn't come from Andre. Callie had orgasmed again... and this time she'd done something that Jake thought was a myth-- something that only happened in porn movies. Callie's climax had been a wet mess.

It was too much. The heartache, the emotional hell, the tears running down his face, the ball of dread in his gut... all of it combined with the screaming orgasm that this interracial fuck fest had delivered. Jake tried to stop touching himself. He tried to back off, tried to prevent what was about to happen. But he had stroked one time too many, and now the balance was off, and the scale was tipping in favor of his own shameful orgasm.

When his cock jumped in his shorts, Jake didn't want to believe that it had been anything more than a twitch. Just a spasm. But then he felt the warm wetness dripping over his leg and plaster his underpants to his skin. More followed, and through his misery, Jake groaned pathetically as he orgasmed to the defilement of his own wife.

"Fuck... fuck that was amazing..." Callie moaned. "Don't stop... keep going..." She was begging now. "Again! Make me cum like that again!"

Jake groaned, staring down at himself. His cock was twitching uncontrollably as the last of his orgasm finished inside of his pants. He was extra sensitive, and the slightest movement of his member trapped in the fabric prison of his pants sent his cock into another fit of spasms. The wet spot was spreading.

All the while, Callie's screams went on and on. "Fuck... your cock is amazing!" She was squealing, and when she looked over at Jake, her face was apologetic... but not.

Andre was grinning as he pounded Callie's curvy young body. "You like big black cock, don't you, slut?" Andre asked, his hands having free roam of her body, touching anything he damn well pleased.

Jake wasn't just ashamed, but he was jealous beyond words. Callie was letting Andre fuck her, touch her, speak to her in ways she never would tolerate from Jake.

"I do," Callie cried out, again and again. "I do! It's amazing." She looked again at Jake, miserable and with his pants full of his premature load. He looked like he didn't want to move, lest he spread the mess. "I'm sorry Jake. I'm so sorry. It's just for now. I swear. It's just for the moment... just let me have this and we'll figure it all out later..."

She was making him rambling promises. But Andre was fucking her so senselessly, that it sounded completely mindless. Just the incessant chatter of someone who felt compelled to talk, but whose brainpower was in a completely different place all together.

"Yeah, Jake. It's just for the remainder of the time here," Andre grinned. He reached up and played with her tits. They were bouncing wildly, and he caught them, mashing them together, pinching and slapping them. "Damn Jake. You married quite the woman, here." He emphasized. "Look at these milkers. God damn. I could play with these big white titties for days."

Jake was hardly listening now. With his orgasm over, his mind was back into reality. His misguided lust was no longer distracting him from the pain that his heart felt. Now it was nothing but clarity, and the crystal clear fact was that his wife was cheating on him in front of his very eyes, and there was nothing Jake could do to stop it.

"Play with them, Andre! They're yours. Play with them all you want!" Callie was crying out.

"I don't think we've got much time for that," Andre grinned, glancing at the wet spot in Jake's pants. "I think hubby got a little too excited and wrapped it up early. Maybe I should hurry things along for his sake."

"Oh who cares?" Callie was crying out, indifferent, and throwing her legs around his waist, pulling him deeper into her.

And so Jake listened for the remainder of the morning as Andre and Callie expressed their passion in loud, earsplitting cries, combined with the thunderous beating of the headboard against the wall.

By the time their sex came to an end, Andre glanced one final time at Jake, and offered him a grin. Andre never pulled out. Jake didn't expect him to. Not after everything else that had happened, Jake didn't expect Andre to do him any favors now. Andre's back arched, as he buried his cock deep into Callie. His head tilted up to the ceiling, and when he unleashed his orgasm, it was straight into Callie's pussy.



She didn't utter a word of protest. Her legs were locked tight behind his back, making sure there was no chance that he could escape before his orgasm was done.

Andre finished with a warm passionate kiss on the mouth and a slap on the butt.

Callie nearly collapsed back on the bed with a gasp. Her eyes on the ceiling, her chest rising and falling heavily. "Wow," she exhaled.

Andre stood, naked and sweaty. Cum running down his dark shaft. "Are we forgetting something, baby?" He asked expectantly.

"Oh my god, I'm so sorry." Callie nearly leapt off the bed. She glanced at Jake. Jake only blinked at her. There was nothing he could do. He couldn't possibly be more miserable than he was right now. So he said nothing, because it wouldn't have mattered anyway. Nothing did, anymore.

"She does this every time," Andre narrated for Jake, even though he hardly cared any longer. Then Andre turned back to Callie. "Now clean me up, slut." He ordered.

Callie obeyed. For the next ten minutes, she ran her tongue up and down Andre's cock, lapping up the cream coating that was their combined orgasms. She delivered kisses to his shaft, the head, his big hanging balls. Even as his cock wilted and swung freely between his thighs, Callie sucked him, devoured him, using every part of her mouth, her hands, and her tongue to insure that anything left on his organ was her saliva and nothing more.

When she was done, Andre patted her head. "Good girl. Now go shower up. I've got plans for us this evening, and I want to shore up the details with your husband," Andre grinned, rubbing his hands together.

"Oh," Callie looked from Andre to Jake, then back again, as if to confirm that they could even be alone without a confrontation. Her eyes seemed to plead with both of them to behave. "Okay," she said, when she was convinced that Andre was in control, and Jake was too... somber... to fight. Then she hurried to the bathroom.

Andre waited until he heard the water running. Then he pulled up a chair beside Jake's-- very close. He put his arm around Jake's shoulders in that same menacing way that he had last night in the pool, when they were skinny dipping and drunk. Andre was still very naked, and unashamed about it. His cock hung limply, pointed at the floor.

"Thanks for letting me do that, Jake," Andre ruffled Jake's sandy colored hair. "You're a real pal. I hope you don't mind, but I'm going to borrow her again tonight."

Jake said nothing. He was wrecked... and now he was also afraid.

"Jake, it's important that you know that as long as you're down here, in my country, on my resort, that you know your place." Andre began. Jake already sensed where this was going, and he didn't like it.

"You might be a big fish in a little pond back home in white boy America. But here, you're a cuckold. Back home, your wife might have chosen you. But down here, she chose me. So... to insure everyone's safety..." Andre squeezed Jake's shoulder, hard. It actually hurt, cutting through the ache in Jake's heart, and startling him away from his misery. 'Everyone's safety'. In other words, to insure Jake's safety. "I think it's best if we honor your wife's wishes. And if me and her want to see each other, I think it'd be a really smart move for you to respect that. *Really* smart."

Jake looked down at himself, at the pathetic wet stain in the front of his pants, then over at the enormous black anaconda that was hanging limp between Andre's legs. It was sleeping now, but as long as Callie was around, it would never be sleeping for long. When Jake glanced back up at Andre's eyes, he saw the seriousness in them-- the burning severity. This wasn't a cordial conversation. It wasn't even a warning. This was a downright threat.

"I'm going to invite your wife out with me tonight," Andre explained, not breaking eye contact. His giant hard hand still gripping Jake by the shoulders. His fingers digging into Jake's flesh, cutting to the bone and making it ache. Jake wanted to be home. He never wanted anything so badly. To just wake up and find out that all of this had been one terrible nightmare. But it wasn't.

"In fact... I'm going to be inviting your wife out a lot. I think I'm going to be seeing her a lot for the rest of this trip. Probably even more than you do. I hope you can get on board with that. I really really do," Andre said. His eyes were like search lights as they bore into Jake's face. "Because if you can't... well... it's a great big ocean out there..." Andre said the last part with deliberate vagueness in a low growl.

Jake started to tremble.

"But I'm sure you're cool with me spending time with her, right?" Andre smiled, and pointed to the wet spot in Jake's pants. "In fact... I know you are."

Jake said nothing. He felt himself shrinking in his chair, wanting to make himself as small as possible.

Andre scrutinized him for several painful minutes. Neither man said a word. Finally, as the shower cut off, Andre stood and retrieved his clothes. He was still naked, strutting around the suite like he owned it. And in that moment, Jake knew that Andre did. He controlled everything in this room, even Jake.

Callie popped her head out of the bathroom. A cloud of steam rolled out. Her hair was wet, and her skin damp. "You're leaving?" She said to Andre.

"Yeah, baby. I've got business to take care of. But I'll see you tonight."

"Tonight?" She lit up.

"I've got something special planned." Andre grinned, rubbing his hands together. He glanced over his shoulder at Jake, then back to Callie.

She looked at Jake. "What were you two talking about?" She was more curious than concerned.

"Oh, just having a man to man conversation about everything that happened," Andre assured her. "I think Jake is beginning to understand what we have going on. In fact, Jake is going to help you get dressed for our date tonight."

Jake looked up, stunned. The questioning look was on the faces of both newly weds.

"Oh?" Callie glanced from one face to another.

"Yeah," Andre nodded. "Jake has good taste," Andre let his eyes drift over Callie. She reddened and giggled appreciatively. "So I want him to pick out an outfit for you to wear tonight."

Andre shot Jake a knowing glance. That stare said it all. 'Go with it, or else.' Jake knew in that moment that he didn't have a choice. He'd never have a choice, so long as they were down here.

"Bye baby," Andre said, and laid one final warm kiss on Callie's lips. Then he strode from the room, still naked, carrying his clothes in a bundle. His big dick swinging between his thighs, unfettered and free.

As the door shut behind Andre, Jake folded in on himself and started to cry all over again.

***

Jake sat in silence for a long time. He was staring at his hands. Too emotionally wrung out to really comprehend the magnitude of all of this. And maybe he didn't want to. Comprehending meant he'd have to do something about it... something life altering. He'd have to revisit the very foundation of his marriage, his relationship with Callie, his family, his friends, his home... all of it.

Instead, Jake wanted to mentally retreat. To put himself into a permanent stasis while his mind processed it all at a snail's pace. Which was why he was nearly catatonic, as he sat his room, staring the skewed bed sheets where he'd witnessed Andre and Callie make love.

"I know you're upset," Callie said, snugging herself into her dress. The red one... the one that revealed a lot of cleavage. Jake had picked it out, almost absentmindedly, because he didn't want to consider what would be happening in that dress. Callie approved. "I know Andre loves the way I look in this," she'd said at the time.

Callie continued. "But it's all out in the open, Jake. I'm still going home with you. It's just a little... vacation fling. Nothing more than that. Before you know it, we'll be on our way home, and putting this behind us."

Jake blinked stupidly, still looking at his hands in defeat.

"Would you zip me up?" Callie asked, turning around. The fact that she wasn't wearing a bra beneath that dress wasn't lost on Jake. He reluctantly stood, trying not to notice the flawless and smooth way the dress hugged the curve of her ass.

"It's weird, I know." Callie said, holding her hair out of the way as Jake worked the zipper up his wife's back and hooked it in place. "We've never done anything like this before, but don't you think it's kind of fun? I mean... I saw you jerking off while Andre and I..." Callie trailed off. She took a moment to admire herself in the mirror. She thrust her leg out, turning it in different angles until she found one that she liked. Then she held up a couple different pairs of heels in front of Jake.

His face was expressionless, broken as he pointed to a pair and Callie rested her foot on a nearby chair and put it on. As she did, her dress slid dangerously high, showing much of her smooth silky legs. She'd applied lotion to them before putting the dress on. Jake still recalled in painful detail the way her hands had deliberately rubbed herself all over... in anticipation of hands that would be on her tonight-- hands that weren't his own. And beneath that dress, Jake knew that Callie wasn't wearing panties. She hadn't even given him the option for those.

"I mean, I know this is sort of hot for you too," Callie continued, catching Jake's wandering eyes. He looked away quickly. "So why don't we just enjoy it? See where it takes us? I mean, if you want, while I'm out, you can go meet someone too. It wouldn't bother me. We're on vacation, right? So why don't we just get crazy?"

She linked a necklace into place. A white crystal gem dangled, resting happily between her big white boobs. She let her hair drop around her shoulders.

"I don't want to get crazy," Jake said, still staring at the spot in his pants. His cum had dried hours ago, and his pants had a stiff rigidity to them that pulled at his leg hairs if he so much as moved. "I wanted to enjoy a vacation with my wife."

Callie rested her hand on her hip. Her dress really was skin tight, and it showed off her hour-glass shape. Her full round tits, her big butt, and her slim waist. "From what I saw, it looked like you were enjoying the crazy," she gestured with her eyes to the cummy mess in Jake's shorts.

Jake reddened. "I wasn't enjoying it, Callie. I was crying."

She turned to the mirror again, making adjustments, deciding whether to approve of Jake's selections, or to veto them. He could have sabotaged her efforts to look sexy for Andre by picking out something mismatched or frumpy. Thankfully he hadn't done either of those. He'd packaged her up to look amazing. So he couldn't be *that* miserable about this.

"You were processing what was happening. I get that," she said, sympathetically enough. "It's weird, and I understand that it's upsetting. I didn't mean for this to happen. I really didn't. It did, though. But now that we all know about it, we can just enjoy it, and move forward, together."

Jake blinked, still shell shocked and numb. "How can I possibly move forward, knowing my wife is on a date with another man?"

Callie glanced again at Jake's lap. "Your little friend there didn't seem to mind. In fact, he seemed pretty excited to see me and Andre together. So... maybe for the rest of the trip, you should listen to your little friend, and not your brain."

Jake blinked, the look of 'how could you?' never left his face.

"This isn't weird, you know. People swing all the time."

"They do it consensually," Jake insisted. "Both the husband and the wife agree to it before they sleep with others."

"Well I'm sorry I didn't get your consent sooner," Callie replied, and though there was a touch of irritation to her response, there was more self awareness that he was right. "I guess I was thinking of that old expression about how it's easier to ask for forgiveness than permission. But do I not have your consent now?" She paused and waited.

More than anything, Jake wanted to scream it at the top of his lungs 'NO! You're killing me! If you fuck Andre again, I don't know what I'll do!' But he remembered that evil glare in Andre's eyes. His shoulder still ached from the spot where Andre had squeezed it with those massive powerful hands. Those same hands Jake had witnessed almost kill a man in a dark alley in cold blood. Andre's words echoed in his head. "I hope you can get on board with that. I really really do. Because if you can't... well... it's a great big ocean out there..." Andre had thought nothing of leaving Jake in the water, by himself. Jake remembered that sunken cigarette boat. The dead body inside. Had that been a drug runner? Or had that body been a tourist who was unhappy that his wife was sleeping with another man? Jake had the sudden, almost vivid image that if he stopped Callie from going out tonight, there'd be two bodies in that sunken wreck. And all of Jake's questions would be answered in that cold abyss, for the rest of eternity.

He shivered, but he didn't reply to Callie's question. He only looked away in shame.

"We'll listen to our brains later," Callie said as she clipped on her earrings and fixed her hair. "But now's not the time. We're on vacation. So I'm gonna go have some fun, and you should too." She wiggled her hips as she straightened her dress around her legs, and fixed her breasts. They seemed ready to jump out at any moment. Her hair was wild and curled. Her makeup-- normally something that Callie wore very minimally-- was applied very heavily now. Her eyes were dark and smoky. Jake thought she looked like a whore. He barely recognized his own wife.

Callie offered him an encouraging smile. Jake found it sad. "Just consider it. For me?" She headed for the door, her heels clacking on the floor. She was giddy in her movements. Like a teenage girl sprinting out the door because Johnny Stud-muffin had pulled up in his Trans Am and honked. "I'll be back late. Don't wait up," she said with barely a glance back. Then she was off for her thrilling night out.

When the door shut behind her, Jake once again felt his heart shatter like fractured glass.

*** To be continued... ***
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Callie met Andre in the hotel lobby, just as the sun was setting.

She lit up the moment she saw him, and dashed up to him, threw her arms around his broad muscled back, and reached up high for a kiss from her dark skinned giant. Andre scooped her up, his hands going right for her ass, as he lifted her so that their lips could meet. Callie nearly squealed with delight and kicked her legs up behind her as their lips met, and their tongues began the act of mating all over again. These past few hours had been too long to wait until she saw Andre again.

They kissed hungrily in full view of the other honeymooning couples and tourists.

The fact was, that Callie was elated. She felt as though an immense weight had been lifted from her shoulders. She was free. She no longer had to hide her affair with Andre. Jake was now in the loop, and though she felt bad for upsetting him... he had jerked off to her act of infidelity. That counted for something, right? He might not be totally on board with it, but that would change with time. His body approved of her affair, even if his brain did not.

But the important thing was that she didn't have to hide it anymore! She didn't have to tip toe around, or make silly excuses. She could be herself and fully immerse herself in the experience of being desired by this hot sexy, well endowed black man from a foreign land. She wasn't sure how this trip would end when she had to return to reality, but that felt very far aware. She didn't want to think about it until she absolutely had to. Hard choices would have to be made, but those were for another day.

Andre set her lightly down, his hand resting on her ass. Callie was practically glowing with delight. The blood had rushed to her cheeks, and she wasn't sure she'd ever stop blushing.

"Mmmm, baby. Your little white hubby did a good job of dressing you," Andre appraised her.

Callie felt giddy. She gave Andre a little spin to show off her body. She swayed her hips and trust out her chest. "You like it? I've got a little secret," she leaned forward and lowered her voice to a playful whisper. "I'm not wearing panties."

"Even better," Andre grinned. "Hope you're ready for what I've got planned," he said. And with that, he guided her out the front door and to a waiting car. The ride took them into the city. The passing headlights shown off the tinted windows. The streets were crowded with shady looking characters.

Callie bit her lip. For once, she wasn't nervous. She was excited. She trusted Andre by now, having no reason to doubt that he knew where they were going. In fact...

As he drove, Callie reached her arm over the center console and began to rub one of Andre's thighs. When he looked over at her, she was wearing a naughty smile behind that thick red lipstick. Her hair fell across her eyes.

Andre grinned at her. "I guess your husband doesn't mind us having a date night, then."

"Let's not talk about him right now," Callie replied as her fingers found Andre's manhood. He was starting to swell in his dress slacks, and for a moment, Callie teased him with a gentle caress. Then she glanced around at the crowded streets, undid her seatbelt, and leaned across the center console.

Andre took her meaning at once and put his arm around her shoulders as Callie undid his pants.

It took some careful maneuvering, but eventually she managed to get his pants open, and get that slab of long dark meat free from their cotton prison. Good thing too, because Andre's dick had hardened considerably in that short time. Face to face, he was as thick around as her wrist.

Callie knelt on the seat, her tits pressed against the center console, feeling especially slutty. Anyone they passed in the street could see her ass, barely covered in her red dress, and the backs of her thighs. But unlike all those times with Jake, Callie didn't much care. She was sexually liberated. And she felt safe in here. Let them look at what a naughty girl she was being. Who cared?

Andre seemed to agree, because as Callie began to take him into her mouth, Andre reached down the curve of her back and started to hike up her dress, revealing her to the rest of the world as he drove.

Callie wasn't wearing panties, and that was never more apparent to her now that Andre had revealed her bare pussy and her ass. Men on sidewalks could see her body, but instead of shying away from it, she leaned into it. She slid her tongue in circles around the bloated black head of the cock in her hands. She cradled his balls, and she stroked him.

Her hair fell into his lap. Then she eased her mouth down on him and began to bob her head. Her lips making soft suckling sounds.

"Ohhh, just couldn't wait, could you?" Andre moaned, reaching his big hand down and gripping her ass like it was a slab of meat. He gave her a smack, enjoying the jiggle.

Callie sucked on it busily, taking several long focused pulls on his shaft with her lips. She was becoming quite good at sucking one this big. "Mmmm... uh uh," she shook her head vigorously as her muffled moans sent pleasant vibrations up and down his big dick.

He slapped her again, and Callie rewarded him by flicking her tongue over the head of his cock as she gobbled him.

"Mmmmm, kinky little slut," Andre purred. The fact that he was pleased with the job that Callie was doing only excited her further. "So you don't care that all these dirty perverts on the corners can see what you're doing?" Andre asked, glancing out the windows as he slowed the car down.

Callie shook her head again. Her mouth came off of Andre's member with an audible pop. "Let them look." She said, and wiggled her hips from side to side, tantalizing all of the onlookers. She buried her head in Andre's lap and resumed her slobbering and sucking. Her blow job becoming more aggressive by the second.

"That's good baby. That's very good," Andre moaned. "But you better save that appetite, because we're almost there." He said and gave her ass a final hard slap.

Callie came off of his dick for a moment, somewhat disappointed. "You can't pull over for a little bit? I'm sure dinner can wait." She gently slapped herself in the face with Andre's erection.

"We're not going to dinner, baby," Andre said, more sternly. "Now sit up, and fix your makeup. I can't have you looking like a mess... at least not until the night is over."

Callie frowned, but sat back in her seat again, fixing her dress, then glancing in the sun visor's mirror to reapply her lipstick. Andre had actually stopped her, mid blow job. And Callie had been crushing it! Putting her all into it in ways she had never done before. She couldn't help but feel a little rejected.

Then Andre pulled up and parked in front of a nondescript building. If she'd been expecting a fancy restaurant, Callie was slightly disappointed. The windows were blacked out, but the distinct smell of smoke lingered in the air, and the thunder of music could be heard beyond the entrance.

"We're here, baby," Andre grinned, tucking his dick back into his pants, and leading her inside.

***

Jake was in hell.

Callie had left for a date with a drug dealer and a cartel enforcer. *His* Callie. His new bride. The girl he'd known for years and had practically grown up with. She'd rejected him to his face, copulated with a new lover and made him watch, belittled his body and his penis.

What's more, she was completely smitten with this new man. It was like her affection was finite and hyper-focused, and she'd swapped Jake out with Andre. Now that Andre was in the picture, she was behaving like a giddy school girl with a new crush. She'd dressed to get his attention, she was doing things specifically for him, and she'd gone running out to spend a night with him.

God only knew what they were doing now.

What the fuck was Jake going to tell his family when they got back to the United States? *If* they got back. He had to remind himself of that. Andre was a dangerous and violent man. Jake had no illusions about that. They were in a foreign land where men like Andre were the judge, jury, and executioner. If Andre wanted Jake to disappear, Jake would disappear.

Hell, probably the only reason Jake was still around to begin with, was because Andre enjoyed toying with him. Andre was a cat with a mouse. He was being deliberately cruel to Jake, and relishing in it. Forcing Jake to watch the slow seduction and theft of Callie's affections.

What the fuck was Callie thinking? How could she possibly fall for this monster? Jake had always thought Callie was wonderfully different from all other women. He thought she wasn't so shallow as to be taken in by good looks, muscles, and money. How wrong he'd been. She was willing to overlook this man's cruelty, and Jake's absolute misery, and for what? For a fancy necklace, some expensive clothes, and for some good sex.

'That's exactly what she's doing, my friend,' Jake's practical mind told him. 'She traded you in for shallow pleasures.'

And that thought brought Jake to tears all over again. A lifetime of happiness and memories was worth less than a six pack, and a big cock.

Jake climbed into the shower and curled up on the floor, sobbing to himself as the steam filled the room and the hot water circled the drain.

He couldn't escape it, even in the shower. The designers had done up the shower to look like a tropical waterfall. The tile was shaped like gray pebbles, and the walls were beige brick. Plant shelves lined the walls that weren't glass and created a Mayan temple effect. It reminded him of the jungle, and suddenly all Jake could think about was Callie and Andre, naked beneath a tropical waterfall and going at it like a pair of lost explorers.

He could see Callie lifted up, held in the beastly arms of Andre and being fucked senseless-- so hard her head was literally bouncing and her eyes were blank from the pleasure that he was bringing her. It was primal-- a primitive, animalistic display of mating that would go on for hours and hours.

Jake's cock grew hard, even as he wept.

In his mind, a narrator with a sophisticated British accent parroted Jake's pain in exhaustive detail. "In the wilderness, away from the judgmental eyes of social constructs, we bear witness to the female Caucasian as she chooses her mate, and allows herself to be bred. It is a prime example of survival of the fittest in its most raw form. Her choice in mate is ingrained in the most instinctive parts of her brain. Features like strength, power, leadership, and prowess guide her in her selections. No other potential suitors dare to challenge this courtship, for to do so, would only further establish this male's dominance over the all others."

Jake watched in his mind's eye as Andre pumped the moaning, writhing Jungle Goddess Callie full of his potent seed, and still their mating continued, unchallenged and unfettered.

Curled up on himself, Jake vigorously stroked his cock, sobbing all the while, even as he brought himself to one of the most powerful orgasms of his young life.

***

To say Callie was a little stunned as Andre led her into the building would be an understatement. It was a club, but not like anything she'd ever seen in person-- definitely not the kind of place she would ever go on her own back home. Because beneath the flashing purple lights and the pounding beat of the music, there was a naked woman dancing to an audience of shady looking men.

Of course, Callie knew a strip club when she saw one-- there were plenty in movies and on crime shows. But with this one, there was a feeling of smallness... intimacy. There was just one stage with a pole, and one stripper-- the woman on stage a raven-haired Latina with small perky breasts. And surrounding the stage, a small crowd of a dozen black men. Some wore sunglasses, others puffed on cigars, or cigarettes... or other things that looked more hand-rolled. The smoke caught the glare of the spotlights like laser beams piercing the haze. All eyes were on the woman gyrating on stage.

The windows didn't have curtains, they'd been painted black. Further back, booth seats and tables were arranged by a small bar, back lit by low purple mood lighting. To say that Callie felt out of place was definitely an understatement.

She glanced up at Andre, with a questioning look on her face. She opened her mouth to say something, but a new voice cut her off. A familiar and bubbly one. "There she is!"

Clumsily scampering across the floor in a pair of high heels was Mei. Callie instantly recalled that diminutive frame, and the way her almond eyes squinted into cheerful little crescent moons when she smiled.

"Hey girl!" Mei was balancing a drink in her hands, but regardless, she threw her arms around Callie and squeezed her tightly, planting a friendly peck on her cheek.

"Oh, hey!" Callie was a little caught off guard, but more relieved to see Mei, and to see that Mei was pleasantly buzzed, looking like she was having the time of her life. Her raven hair was down and curled at the bottom. Her dress was a skin tight teal, that showed a dangerous amount of her tanned thighs. She didn't have much to offer in the way of breasts, but that didn't stop her from wearing a dress that displayed her cleavage. The neckline ran almost to her belly button.

"What are you doing here?" Callie nearly had to shout to be heard over the music.

"Darren wanted to go clubbing, so we're having ourselves a par-tay," she hooted and cheered. She stepped back and drank in the sight of Callie. "Damn girl, you look fantastic! Really showing off those curves tonight."

Callie reddened... but even more so when Mei's eyes appraised Andre, with his arm intimately around Callie's waist. She smiled knowingly. "I see that it finally happened." She leaned in, conspiratorially. "So is it like... the best sex of your life?"

"Mei!" Callie gasped, her hand going to her mouth. She was positive that her cheeks were as red as her dress. After a moment she glanced at Andre, then back again to Mei, and she nodded. "I'm just... wow... that's all I can say."

"Suddenly my decisions start to make more sense, don't they?" Mei giggled and flashed a wave to Darren. The young dark-skinned masseuse waved back from a corner booth that he occupied.

Callie bit her lip, feeling guilty, but not wanting to feed Mei much more information.

Mei took Callie by the hand and nearly yanked her off her feet. "C'mon. Let's get you a drink and then lets catch up. I want every detail!" Then Mei dragged Callie to the bar and onto the first step of the wildest night of her life.

***

Callie and Andre shared a booth with Mei and Darren. It seemed quite the changeup from several days ago, when the girls had been sharing a day at the beach with Jake and June. In fact, it felt like a lifetime ago-- or at least a marriage ago.

Callie was still awkward in the loud thunderous noise, flashing lights, and twirling stripper grinding herself on the pole. But between the drinks and the friendly banter with Mei, she seemed to acclimate to it. Like easing into a Jacuzzi of hot water, it took a minute to adjust to the heat.

And this place was definitely hot in a metaphorical way. Callie had never experienced this type of setting. She felt like she was a trophy wife in a mobster movie. Although Andre was much better looking and much darker than "Scarface" had ever been.

"So be honest," Mei said. Her speech was slightly slurred. "How sold are you on black dick?" She was clearly drunk.

Callie was feeling a little tipsy, herself, which was why she found herself answering so openly, instead of merely gasping at such a lewd question. "Don't get me wrong... I love Jake, but..." she glanced at Andre, keeping her voice low. Not that the men were paying attention. They were discussing something quietly, conspiring in much the same way that Callie and Mei were. "...things are just a little more complicated now."

Mei laughed and wagged her finger at Callie. "You're just greedy. You like to have your cake and eat it too. Me? I pulled the plug on June when he found out. I just couldn't go back to that, after what I've had. And I didn't want to lead him on. But you... you are so deliciously cruel." Mei laughed again, a wicked grin on her face.

"Well... with Jake... I..." Callie trailed off. She wasn't sure what she really felt. She didn't like to think of herself as cruel, but was that what was really happening? Was she being needlessly cruel? Should she just bite the bullet and make a decision? It was hard because with Jake she had... history. Oh gosh, was that all? After everything that had happened, was she even still attracted to him? Did he excite her in a sexual way? Would she ever be satisfied in the bedroom again if she went home with Jake and stayed true to him? With Andre, the answers to all of those questions were a very loud and resounding 'YES!' With Jake... not so much. When she took a moment to evaluate her marriage, she was frightened by what she was learning.

Mei finished for her. "With Jake, you don't feel like such a trashy whore. I get it. There's a stigma that comes with dating a black man. Especially as an Asian woman with an old-world family, like mine. Or in your case-- little white farmer's daughter from Kansas." She laughed again.

"I'm from Indiana, you goofball." Callie rolled her eyes.

"Same difference. Can you imagine Andre meeting your family?"

Callie was alarmed at the notion. She had barely given any thought to her life back home since this wild affair had begun. She'd been too focused on herself, her arousal, the excitement, and trying to keep Jake from learning. This was the first real time that she was confronted by such questions.

Mei read it on Callie's face. "Exactly. Jake is the guy you bring home to your parents. Andre is the guy you bring to the bedroom."

Callie sighed and swallowed the last of her drink. "You're right. So what do I do?"

Mei shrugged. "Don't go home?"

Callie eyeballed her. "Mei, be serious."

"I am being serious. You think I'm in a hurry to go home and face the firing squad? Hell no! I'm going to prolong this trip as much as I can. But if you insist on a different solution..." she shrugged again. "Keep Jake around for posterity. Keep Andre around for pleasure. I don't know. With a body like yours, the world is your oyster, girl. " Mei hiccupped cutely. "Who knows? Maybe you can get the boys to agree to share you."

Callie didn't think in a million years that would work. At best, Jake would find a way to forgive her when they went home, but--

Andre nudged her, snapping her away from her self reflection. The alcohol had helped her retreat into her mind, momentarily, and she'd lost tract of her surroundings.

Andre was holding a rolled up cigarette between his fingers, offering it to her. It took Callie a moment before she realized it was in fact a joint. Callie looked apprehensively, but then took it, as Andre draped his arm across her shoulders. She took a drag, and endured the coughing fit that followed, before passing it along to Mei.

Callie wasn't as accustomed to recreational drugs as those around her. So when the mellow euphoria wafted over her, she let it sweep her along, enjoying the music, the changing colors of the lights, the way Andre's big hand felt rubbing her bare thigh, and even the slow sexual dancing of the stripper on stage.



The drugs were harsh. Callie wasn't really a fan of smoking, but the feeling that came with it was welcome. "Look at her go," Mei remarked, watching the stripper twirl on the stage. "How can you men watch this with any feeling other thank awkwardness?"

Callie began to giggle to herself. She'd been thinking the very same thing.

Andre and Darren exchanged a glance and shrugged innocently as they passed the joint around. Combined with the liquor, Callie was definitely beginning to feel tipsy. Or could that just be a placebo buzz her brain was experiencing. She couldn't be sure. But one thing that she was feeling...

She took Andre's hand and placed it higher on her leg beneath the table. Andre gave her a glance. "Is someone feeling jealous?" He grinned, gesturing with his eyes to the twirling stripper.

"Maybe," Callie admitted, with an equally coy smile. "Or maybe I just wanted to remind you of who you're here with." She pushed his hand higher, and Andre went willingly. His hands found her bare, uncovered pussy, and he very lightly rubbed.

Truthfully, Callie wasn't the least bit jealous. The stripper was cute, but definitely not built like her. Although as the night went on and the drugs and alcohol were passed around, Callie found the stripper's steady movements mesmerizing. Like she was having sex with the air, or an invisible man. She thought of mating rituals and dances, like the one that she and Andre had seemed to be engaged in since the moment Callie got off the plane.

It was a mating dance, what the stripper was doing. Pure and simple. She was using her body to express to the crowd of anonymous men her desire and availability. Maybe that's why men enjoyed coming to these places. As Callie took another puff on the joint, she thought she finally understood strip clubs.

When Callie passed it to Mei, she was started to see that Mei and Darren were letting the mood control their urges. Mei was leaning over, her lips hungrily feasting on Darren's. The two were making out like hormonal teenagers. Mei's slender arm was out of view, but from the steady up and down movements, Callie knew what she was doing beneath the table.

In public? Sure they were in a private booth, but there was a dozen horny men in this room and...

Andre pushed his finger against Callie's clit and she squirmed softly in her seat. Okay... maybe Callie wasn't innocent in all this either. Her heart was pounding as she was letting Andre finger her at the table. Callie glanced one last time at Mei and Darren, and decided that if they were comfortable with it, so was she. She began to move her hips, rubbing herself to meet Andre's fingers, grinding on them.

There was something very naughty about the whole thing. A sleazy strip joint. A crowd of strangers a mere glance away. A skimpy dress. And a confident man between her legs. Callie spread herself wider, her dress inching higher, giving Andre free reign to play with her as he pleased. Andre grinned, took a drag on his joint, and pulled Callie's mouth to his, sharing the smoke with her. Callie held back a fit of coughs and brought her mouth to Andre's in a hungry lecherous kiss. Her hand instinctively went to his crotch and felt for his cock. It wasn't hard to find. It was hard.

Callie rubbed it eagerly, still unsatisfied that Andre hadn't let her ride his cock in the car before they came inside. She was frustrated and horny, yearning for more of Andre. And it showed in the way she grasped his cock and tugged; in the way she bucked her hips beneath the table; in the way her tongue wrestled with his.

She finally came up for air and the room seemed to be pleasantly spinning. She knew it was definitely the drugs. She felt like she was floating on her own excitement. A sense of weightlessness made her feel as though she didn't have a care in the world.

When Callie glanced back to Mei, she saw that Mei was following suit. Her hand was going up and down just out of view as she jerked off Darren. She looked at Callie, and the two women exchanged an embarrassed giggle. But neither of them was *that* embarrassed.

As the women stroked their men at the table, Darren reached into his coat and produced a little metal cigarette case. When he opened it, though, it was filled with nothing but powder.

Callie knew immediately what it was, even before Darren sprinkled it on the table and used a credit card to arrange it in a neat little white line.

Normally the sight of hard drugs would alarm and frighten her. But not tonight. Tonight, there was too much going on. With Andre's big fingers probing and teasing her pussy, her hormones were screaming for some sort of sexual release. With the alcohol pumping through her blood, Callie's worries felt so far away, and with the weed she'd just smoked, it was as though there was nothing serious about tonight. It was a party, and what they were doing felt good. She felt good, and she didn't want that to stop. She could even feel the way that Andre's pants had dampened as the drops of precum spread down by his knee.

She was positive she could pull his dick out right now and ride it here at the table, and there'd be no consequences for any of it. She was with Andre. And Andre was a man with influence. So long as she was here with him, she could let her hair down, act as wild and irresponsible as she wanted, and tomorrow, they'd do it all again. He was the world's strongest safety net.

Darren did a line straight off the table top, then turned to Mei. Mei bit her lip, enticed by the offer, but hesitant at the same time. "Off that dirty gross table?" She said. "I don't think so. Who knows what's been on that?"

Callie felt herself giggling. Go Mei!

Darren wasn't put off. "How about off something that you know what's been on it?" He asked, and when he stood, his exposed erection came into view. Mei had been playing with his bare cock beneath the table. And Darren apparently thought nothing of standing up and making it visible to anyone within eye-sight.

Strangely, Callie felt nothing out of the ordinary about it. They'd all seen each other naked before, in the sauna, after all. This all seemed right as rain, even in public. As natural as... well... nature.

Callie marveled at Darren's cock. It really wasn't a stereotype. Black cocks were bigger. Maybe not as big as Andre, but who could be? And besides... Andre was hers. Darren was Mei's man.

The table watched in amusement as Darren packed a neat little line of white powder along the length of his cock. The snow-white color stood out in stark contrast to his black skin.

"There ya go, baby," Darren smirked. "At least now you know where it's been."

Mei didn't miss a beat. She didn't hesitate for a single moment. Callie watched in impressed shock as Mei leaned forward and proceeded to snort a line right off of a black man's cock. The powder disappeared in seconds up her nose, and when she finished, she planted a warm teasing kiss on the tip of Darren's cock.

"Nicely done," Darren kissed her lips as she sat back down. Callie knew in that moment that it wasn't Mei's first time on this trip doing harder drugs. Mei smiled to herself, enjoying whatever destination that white powder took her.

Then Darren passed the case over to Callie and Andre. Callie's heart began to pound even harder. She glanced at Andre with her big nervous eyes. There was something reassuring about the way Andre looked at her, even as he drew up a couple of lines in front of her on the table. At least she wouldn't have to do an expert move like snort it off of his dick. She wasn't sure she was ready for that.

Her heart was thumping away, even as Andre placed his hand gently on her back and eased her toward the powdery lines. She wasn't sure about this. Her eyes were restless. She was scared, but Andre looked so calm about this, so natural. Again, he was a safety net. A warm blanket that made her feel safe. He wouldn't put her up to this if he didn't think she'd enjoy it.

She let that thought settle into her brain, even as she took a long inhale across the table top. When she sat back, she was surprised to find the lines gone. Had she even felt them? Her nose sort of burned. She glanced from face to face expectantly.

"Look at you go, party girl!" Mei cheered. Throwing back her drink enthusiastically.

Callie wasn't sure how she felt. Her heart was like a jackhammer, although that could have also been nerves. The burning was gone a moment later. Her throat felt kind of weird... kind of numb. Otherwise...

She took a sip from her drink, needing to wet her throat, and was surprised to find her mouth felt very little of it. The sweet tropical drink dribbled down her chin, and onto her breasts. She let out a yelp of surprise. Then she started to giggle at the coldness that tickled her bare skin and ran between her boobs.

"How you feeling, girl?" Mei asked, excited to hear Callie's take on her first time.

"I don't know," Callie shook her head, her eyes wide, still processing all of this. Her mind was going a mile a minute. Was that nerves, or was that the drugs?

She couldn't be sure, but when she started to ask it out loud, she found herself talking very fast. Almost comically fast.

Mei instantly burst out laughing. "You sound like a cartoon! Slow down."

Callie reddened, but found herself laughing just as hard. An uncontrollable fit of giggles that concluded with a snort. She threw her hand over her face and laughed even harder from that. The men traded a look. Andre threw Darren a wink.

The truth was that Callie felt good. Immediately good. All of those stupid drug prevention programs in school had really missed the mark. She didn't feel like some junkie in a back alley, scratching herself to death or vomiting uncontrollably. She felt euphoric. Not a care in the world! She cursed all those puritanical biddies back home who'd deprived her of all of these feelings-- from black dick to white powder.

For the first time in her life, she had no sense of self consciousness. She looked to the stripper on stage and hollered out "Shake it, baby!" without a hint of embarrassment, even as her voice carried around the room.

This sent Mei into another fit of laughter. "I don't even know who you are right now."

"Who cares, I'm on vacation," Callie cheered, and clambered into Andre's lap, straddling him and laying an excited kiss on his mouth. Callie felt alive. Energetic... like if a bar fight broke out at this very moment, she could take on all of these men. A real life Wonder Woman. And she was also crazy horny. A lot more so than she thought she'd been.

She grinded her hips on Andre's lap, trying to entice that big monster cock to burst out of his pants and just take her right here at the table.

"Oh my god, get a room," Mei rolled her eyes, but her hand was still beneath the table, stroking sensually up and down in Darren's lap. His hand was busily roaming her body over her dress.

Callie giggled, but slid off of Andre, for the sake of their company. Still... that didn't subdue the urges, or her hands from wanting to touch him all over.

Mei glanced at the stage and shook her head. "Her boobs are so fake, I actually feel bad for her."

Callie was hardly paying attention to the stripper, but now feeling more confident, she felt less guilty for inspecting the naked body of the dancer. Mei's assessment wasn't wrong.

"Not everyone is naturally gifted," she shrugged and squeezed her own breasts together to illustrate their large malleable size.

"Tell me about it," Mei glanced down at her own perky boobs with a scowl, then back to Callie. "I'd much rather watch you shake those things on stage than that plastic Barbie doll," Mei hooked her thumb at the dancer.

"Well I used to be a dancer," Callie admitted.

"In strip clubs? You must have made a killing."

Callie giggled again. It felt so good to laugh. She was giddy. "No, silly. Dance ensemble and cheerleading."

"I'll bet you could do a better job," Mei glanced at the stripper pole, a daring look in her eye.

Callie glanced at it, "I bet I could. But we'll never know."

"Oh c'mon. What if I got up there with you?"

"I fully support this idea," Darren said. Andre merely nodded his head in approval.

"Oh gosh. There might be a riot if we do," Callie said. She was playing it off, but she kept glancing at the stage in curiosity. The truth was, she felt very sexy, very confident, and very energetic right now. She could hardly sit still. She was squirming. On the verge of getting up and dancing, strip club or not.

"C'mon, girl!" Mei whined, grabbing Callie's hand and tugging her. "We are both hot as fuck, and I really want to dance. And it seems the only place that's appropriate in here. Don't you want to get our men all hot and bothered before we take them home?"

Callie paused, biting her lip in curiosity. She'd never heard it said out loud before-- their 'men'. But she was out with Andre on what was basically a date. She supposed he *was* her man. It felt good to hear it out loud. Better than good, in fact. Great!

She glanced at her 'man'. Andre nodded. "Go on, baby," he urged her. "Let all these men see how sexy and untamable you can be."

Callie looked unsure. "It won't bother you... all these men looking at me?"

"All men are going to look at you, anyway," Andre said. "Why not show them what they want to see?"

The only thing crazier than his suggestion was Callie's complete willingness to go along with this. She'd never done something so crazy. It was beyond her realm of anything she'd normally do. But between this feeling inside of her, Mei's insistence, and the lustful urging looks coming from Andre, Callie willingly went with Mei to the stage.

***

Andre definitely had some pull, because after a few exchanges with the DJ, the club didn't offer a word of protest as Callie and Mei (two amateurs) took the stage. And of course, the audience wasn't the least bit put off by these two drunken newcomers in the form hugging party dresses. In this world, Callie and Mei were foreign and exotic.

Callie felt the dozen or so eyes on her as she and Mei climbed up on the stage. But strangely, she didn't feel the least bit self-conscious. She felt reckless and wild and free.

The music reminded Callie vaguely of the music that she and Andre had danced and grinded to. Heavy with the base and drums to an almost tribal degree. It triggered something within her. The memory warming her between the legs. Though she wasn't aware of it, she had become wet.

Callie found herself grateful that Mei was with her. Otherwise, she wasn't sure how she would have begun the task of dancing. Pole dancing wasn't exactly something Callie did back home.

Mei took hold of the pole with both hands, wrapped her legs around it and slid up and down it, her skirt pushing high up her smooth legs. There was something both vulgar about the gesture, and hypnotic. When Mei caught Callie's eye, she grinned and encouraged Callie to follow suit.

Callie glanced at the sea of faces. Innocence written all over her blushing cheeks. But then she trapped the cold brass between her thighs, hung on tight, and bucked her hips against it.

It pushed her dress high, showing much of her legs to a roomful of strangers, and as Callie leaned into it, the pole mashed between her breasts. She shut her eyes, breathing heavily, and went with it. She squeezed her tits around the pole and continued to move and sashay her body. Her breasts moving up and down along the metal, threatening to spill out of her dress. She was humping it to the steady rhythm of the music. It all matched the drumming of her heart, and she felt elated, like she was floating above her body, watching herself dance and tease this room full of strangers from another world. She found the experience rapturous. She looked like a sexual vixen.

When she opened her eyes, she saw the room full of strangers intently watching her. Young and old. All were black, or darker skinned. A few of them were discreetly touching themselves over their pants. Just a subtle stroke of the thumb as they rested their hands over their crotches. To her surprise, Callie didn't feel ashamed. She felt empowered. These men are turned on by me! The feeling brought on a rush of excitement, and when Callie came away from the pole, she leaned forward, and shook her breasts playfully at the audience. They swung heavily, jiggling back and forth.

She bent forward, reaching for her ankles, letting her breasts hang dangerously from her top. She swayed her hips teasingly. Then she slid her hands up her own legs as she started to stand, tossing her hair back from her face as she regarded her sea of fans.

She felt invigorated. The energy coursing through her body, raising the hairs on the back of her neck in a pleasant tickle. She saw Andre across the throng of lust-filled faces. He was watching her, resting his chin between his thumb and forefinger, thoughtfully. Always composed. Always in control. She looked straight into his eyes, and ran her tongue in a slow sexual circle around her lips.

Then Mei was coming up behind Callie, and giving her ass a slap. Callie yelped, and jumped, her tits jiggling as she did. Then she giggled, as a few of the men in the audience cheered.

Mei came around Callie, facing her, wrapping her arms around her like she was coming in for a hug. Only she wasn't. As Mei's thigh slid between Callie's, her curious fingers grasped Callie's hips, crept around her back and cupped her ass.

Callie had never really been groped by a woman before. But it was Mei, they were both feeling good, and she far from minded. In fact...

Callie trapped Mei's leg between her own and softly began to grind herself against Mei's smooth thigh. Callie was all too aware that she wasn't wearing panties, and as her wetness softly humped her friend, Mei became aware of it too.

In lieu of the situation, Mei wasn't at all bothered. She grinded back on Callie's thigh, the women embracing with their hands on each other's butts.

Callie shut her eyes, panting softly at the pleasant feeling. The pounding of the bass from the speakers gave rhythm to their movements, and she again thought of the night she and Andre had grinded on the dance floor.

Callie moaned. Mei's leg felt amazing against her pussy. Greedily, she bucked harder.

Then there was a sudden warm pleasantness pressing against her mouth.

Callie's eyes fluttered for the fraction of a second that it took to realize that Mei was kissing her. It was going to be that kind of show, huh?

Callie parted her lips, and Mei's tongue helped itself into her mouth. Callie's tits mashed into Mei's perky chest as the girls made out and grinded on stage for the entertainment of these men.

At first it was tentative... just for the show... for entertaining. To give these horny perverts something to really wow them. But as Mei wrestled Callie's tongue in a playful competition, Callie soon forgot about them. Her racing heart fueled her desire, and soon Mei's stealthy little hand grasped Callie by the back of her head, pulling her in tightly, trapping the two of them in a lusty kiss that went on and on.

Callie's hands couldn't resist roaming Mei's slender body. Their grinding was no longer for show as it was for pleasure. Callie bucked her hips harder, rubbing herself on Mei, hoping desperately to satisfy that sudden urgent need that had blossomed between her legs. And Mei was doing the same.

Regardless of the eyes on them, Mei's hands were busy. One was running through Callie's hair, desperate to insure that she didn't pull away from their prolonged make out. The other, still on Callie's butt, was inching up her skirt. Callie felt the air right on her ass cheeks now, and was all too aware that these men could see her naked bottom.



The excitement sent a shiver up her spine. They could see her ass, and the world wasn't ending! She felt invincible.

She laid harder into Mei, easily able to overpower the diminutive Asian. She pushed Mei's back against the stripper pole, and finally broke their kiss. Callie's mouth moved slowly down Mei's neck, following the deep neckline of her dress, until Callie was kneeling in front of Mei. Mei's hands reached up and grasped the pole above her head. She leaned her face up to the ceiling and let out a lusty moan of desire.

The audience looked on, not daring to miss where this was going. Callie had practically forgotten about them by now. She slid Mei's dress high, until everyone could see her slutty black G-string. Then Callie grasped the underwear and slid it down Mei's legs.

When she retrieved them from the stage, she glanced out at the sea of strangers, bit her lip, and playfully flung them into the crowd. She giggled to herself as she watched several of the men fight for her underwear like hungry dogs.

She looked to Andre, but to her disappointment, Andre wasn't looking. Several of the audience members had approached him. They were in the midst of some business transaction, whispering quietly. Andre was counting money as it was being handed to him.

Then Mei was interrupting Callie's distraction, turning the blonde farm girl away from her musings, and shoving her back against the stripper pole in much the same way Callie had done to Mei.

Callie moaned, going willingly. She grasped the pole like she was a prisoner, and trembled as Mei dropped to her knees in front of Callie's pale thighs. Callie couldn't stop squirming. She rubbed her legs together. The heat between them was unbearable. She was crazy horny. She couldn't recall a time where she needed sex more. Was that the drugs? Or the whole situation?

It didn't matter. Because Mei was pushing her dress up and up, until every man in the room could see that Callie wasn't wearing underwear. They cheered when they saw her bare shaven pussy. Callie's skin tight dress came to rest above the curve of her hips, and just when she thought she couldn't take it much longer, Mei pressed her upturned face against Callie's pussy and began planting warm kisses on her wet lips.

Callie moaned louder than she intended to. She never had a woman do such a thing with her. Mei's soft mouth began the aggressive invasion of Callie's pussy. Her tongue probed and wiggled, penetrating Callie, and making her quiver. Thank god she was leaning against the pole, or she would have probably tumbled backward.

The release of pleasure was like nothing else, and after a moment of helpless panting against Mei's energetic tongue, Callie reached down, ran her fingers through Mei's raven hair, and pushed her face harder against her snatch. Mei peered up at her with those big almond eyes. The glaze of lust in them was hard to ignore. Somehow it only drove Callie on. It was one thing to be lusted after by men, but now by a woman too.

Callie bucked her hips, and humped Mei's upturned face. Her pussy slid back and forth from Mei's nose to her chin, and Callie's moans filled the room. She felt like a slut, she looked like a slut, but she didn't care. She let Mei devour her, and Callie reached up and unhooked her dress. Then she was peeling it away from her curvaceous body.

Her plump white double D's were revealed to the entire room of onlookers. Her pink nipples were hard as pebbles. Mei continued to ravage Callie's wet folds, as she slid one tiny hand up Callie's tummy, until she clawed and groped one of her luscious melons. Mei squeezed Callie's breast, earning another moan from the Indiana housewife.

It was surreal, being center stage, and fucking Mei's face like this. Her hips were building speed. She was gyrating against Mei's mouth, as the young Asian wife soundlessly serviced her soaked vagina. Mei's fingers twisted Callie's nipple to an almost painful degree. Then her tongue found Callie's clit and bore down on it. Callie suddenly saw stars.

She didn't so much feel the buildup to her orgasm, so much as it just happened. The wave of pleasure simply washing out of her. Callie opened her mouth to scream, but then she brought her hand to her mouth and bit down on her finger, moaning around it.

Right there, on stage in a sleazy strip club in a third-world country, Callie Decker, newly wed wife, had an orgasm in front of a room full of strangers.

Her legs broke out in goosebumps. Her heart refused to slow down and she couldn't seem to catch her breath no matter how much her lungs tried to keep up. Her legs shook and trembled as Mei's tongue pleasured her, and her hair tickled her.

Callie was convinced she would die from pleasure. That it would just go on and on until there was nothing left of her. But then Mei's mouth came away from Callie's pussy, and for a moment, Callie was able to sigh with relief.

But when she opened her eyes, she was in for the surprise of her life.

Mei wasn't just coming away from Callie as a mercy. She was being pulled away. Because the audience of strangers and perverts was no longer watching the depraved act from their seats. They were standing. Most of them were in the process of removing their clothes.

One man dropped his pants, and an enormous gnarled black cock stood erect, pointing at the blonde girl in the center of the stage like Babe Ruth pointing his bat to the fence.

Mei giggled as a couple of men, younger ones, barely old enough to drink, were pawing excitedly at her. She kicked her legs playfully in the air as the two men groped her perky tits, finding her nipples beneath her dress and giving them a good twist.

A man stepped up on stage beside Callie. He was chubby, a baby-face like a dark skinned teddy bear, and a visible gut now that he'd shed his shirt. He guided Callie away from the stripper pole with a gentle but firm hand. A moment later, he was joined by another man, and another. What was happening?

She glanced at Andre. He hadn't left the booth. He was nodding approvingly at Callie. His eyes looking perfectly relaxed, and his lingering smile hinted that he knew something that she didn't. That he had engineered something beyond what she initially expected.

She thought of the way Jake had watched and touched himself to her and Andre. Did Andre now want to watch her? Is that what men enjoyed?

Callie was led to the edge of the stage, where the men carefully helped her step down. She cast one last glance at Mei. Mei was on her back on a nearby table. The men had undone her dress and pushed it to her belly, until it was nothing more than an expensive belt. Both young audience members were sucking hungrily at her erect nipples. And Mei was moaning, squealing in pleasure. The men were taking off their pants as they ravished her body with their mouths and hands.

Then Callie's face was being turned away from the sight of Mei's defilement.

The chubby teddy bear looking man had lowered his pants and produced a thick meaty cock. It was nowhere near the length of Andre's but it was thick and girthy, and still much larger than Jake's.

Then she felt herself being pushed to her knees in front of him. She went willingly, if not slightly confused. But Callie was still very worked up from the tongue-fucking that Mei had given her, and she felt wild and invincible after the drugs, the booze, and the night's excitement. Mei didn't seem to be bothered by the young men who were feasting on her body like hungry predators, so why should Callie?

Callie glanced one last time at Andre, making sure he was okay with this. He nodded once more at her, almost commandingly. Then another man from the audience stepped up to Andre to talk. Money came out of his jacket, which Andre accepted.

Callie's face was turned away by the man in front of her. His dark raging erection pointing at her face. "Suck it, whore," he snarled at her. Then Callie's lips opened and she was taking this total stranger into her mouth.

Maybe Callie really was a whore. She couldn't explain why, but despite the setting, despite the gruff manner... sucking on this man's dick felt empowering. She wrapped her lips around him and pulled on his thick salty member. This earned a sigh of pleasure from him. She moved her mouth deeper, taking him further into her throat.

Hands. Hands on her breasts, on her butt, even as she knelt there on the dirty strip club floor. She was certain they weren't Teddy Bear's hands. Other men had gathered around Callie. They were fondling her with their dark hands, their fingers roaming where they may. This only spurred her on. Her heart was ready to leap out of her throat. Her excitement at fever pitch, and it showed in the sudden way that Callie began to bob her head on this stranger's cock.

He was moaning in one incessant sigh of pleasure now, leaning his head back, resting his weight on the table behind him.

"She good?" One of the men asked.

"Fuck yeah," he replied. "This little whore knows how to suck a cock." He grunted as Callie enthusiastically devoured him. Those hands on her body didn't relent. They cupped her tits, pinched and pulled her nipples. One hand was pawing at her ass, alternating between cupping her cheeks, and giving them rough slaps.

Callie let her eyes wander as she sucked and slurped. Nearby, Mei was busy with much the same act of deviance. She was on her back on the table. One young man by her head, his long dark cock between her lips. He was holding her by the head, fucking her face, his big swinging balls bouncing back and forth. Her hand was on his shaft, pulling him into her mouth with each thrust. Then more men stepped around her, cutting off Callie's view.

Callie jumped, as one of the men behind her-- the one playing with her ass-- had grown adventurous and begun to probe her little butt hole with his finger. It felt weird... different, but she was in no position to stop him.

She swallowed, the saliva from her aggressive blow job was filling her mouth. It ran in streamers of drool from her lips, dripping onto her breasts, and pooling on the floor between her knees.

It wasn't long before the rest of the men surrounding her wanted their turns as well. Callie quivered as a small thrill of excitement shook her body. That fantasy she'd had for years came roaring back-- the fantasy where a gang of dangerous black men took her by force and had their way with her. Now it seemed that it was about to happen. She should be scared. She ought to be terrified. But all she felt was a slutty sense of delight.

She had relinquished all control to these men, and rather than fight it, she was going to welcome it.

"My turn baby. Don't want to exclude anyone, do you?" Another man stepped to Callie's left. His jeans around his knees. His long throbbing erection pushed into her face. Without a thought, Callie wrapped her hand around his new cock and placed her lips on it. It wasn't long before this stranger had his hands on the back of her head and was vigorously violating her mouth.

Her cheeks bulged outward and she struggled to suck and gobble this new dick. He shoved his cock deep and it hit the back of her throat again and again. Callie was helpless to protest or resist, even as the man treated her mouth like his personal pleasure source, and fucked her throat relentlessly. She fought to swallow, and keep up and not gag, all the while her hand continued to stroke at the portly teddy bear looking man who'd first violated her mouth.

"That's it, bitch. Swallow me. Swallow me," he urged over and over again, his long fingers digging into her scalp. His hips swung to and fro, his balls slapping against her chin, even as the drool streamed out of her mouth. "That's a good whore. A very good whore." He grunted in pleasure.

"Look at that white woman go," another customer said, gruffly.

"Man, that's what white women were made for," the one who was fucking her face laughed. He reached down, and slapped one of her tits, stinging the skin and making her chest wobble and bounce. He gripped her nipples and tugged them aggressively, like he was milking a cow. "With titties like these, she's made for breeding. Ain't that right, slut?"

Callie couldn't reply. Hell, she couldn't even breath. She thought she was going to choke to death on this man's cock. But somehow she managed a nod, even as the tears rolled from the corners of her eyes, trailing her thick makeup down her apple cheeks.

Finally, just has she thought she might pass out, he withdrew his cock from her mouth. Up stepped another man, and Callie didn't hesitate. She gobbled this one down with the same level of energy as the rest.

The men began to rotate in and out of her mouth, trading off groping her, fucking her mouth, or just standing over her, stroking themselves and muttering such vile things about her, her white skin, and her curvy body.

Things seemed to be moving very fast. Callie's mouth was treated to cock after cock. She couldn't even be sure who was who, or how many she'd sucked on. It was just black cock after black cock, and she was sampling them all, pleasuring each man, one after another.

The room was turning into a chorus of soft gruff moans, as the two tourist women were pleasing these locals.

And through the grunts and moans, a new sound joined in. The high pitched cries of pleasure of a small Asian woman. Callie glanced over at the nearby table. Mei was still on her back. The man who was fucking her mouth was holding her hands outstretched above her head. But between her legs, one of the young black men who had pulled Mei from the stage was now standing with his pants around his ankles, aggressively fucking her pussy. The table wobbled as he took her hard and rough. Mei's moans of pleasure were echoing throughout the room, drowning out all of the men.

"Your turn, blonde bitch," one of them remarked, and suddenly Callie was being pulled to her feet and shoved around. The world spun in a fantastic blur. A sea of dark faces stared back, all glaring with animalistic desire. There must have been half a dozen of them. Every man in the club was now participating in this defilement.

The chubby man with the round face had her, guiding her like a dog on a leash. He pulled her toward the stage where he lay on his back. She was yanked on top of him. Callie straddled his lap, situating herself. She was going to fuck him, and she highly doubted anyone had condoms. Not that it mattered. Tonight she felt invincible.

As she hovered her body over this stranger, she had a view clear across the tables to where Mei was in the center of her own gangbang. Mei was on her back with her legs in the air. A skinny black man was feverishly pounding her pussy. She was crying out in pleasure, but her mouth was stuffed with cock, making her moans sound like the honkings of a goose. Her arms were outstretched, stroking multiple cocks at once, devoting every part of her body for their pleasure.

Callie held herself above the chubby man, and without thinking, she automatically began to tease her heavy boobs over his bare chest. She was letting herself go, in favor of enjoying the party. She slid her tits in slow sensual circles, letting him feel her hard nipples as they pressed into him. Her hips gyrated, and her pussy slid along the length of his hardness, trailing her wetness against his shaft.

When she sat down on him, she found herself almost instantly climaxing. "Ohhhh god," she cried out as she felt her whole body quiver.

"Dumb slut is cumming already," teddy bear remarked to his new friends, and he cracked her a hard slap across the ass that left hand marks, and sent her curves jiggling. Callie whimpered, but even as she came, she bounced her hips, trying to please him with her body. She was trembling with excitement, twerking her body on his erect manhood.

She rode him on the stage like the main attraction in a sinful show. Her tits wobbled and her butt jiggled.

She wasn't aware of how enticing her depraved riding was, until she felt the ring of men around her close in tighter. Without any thought at all, other than her own animalistic urges, she reached out a hand and grasped the first cock that came into view. She stroked him with renewed energy. Her other hand was pulled in the opposite direction to rub yet another man. Multitasking at its finest pulled her attention to half a dozen dark erect penises.

When an audience member stepped in front of her face and offered his cock to her mouth, Callie didn't even hesitate to take him into the warm embrace of her lips.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Andre again, sitting alone, and watching the gangbang. Initially she was bothered that he wasn't participating. She thought that she shared something special with him. But the more these men took her, the more she realized that she still did share something with Andre. She belonged to him, but unlike Jake, Andre was comfortable enough to share her. This was his kingdom, and Andre would always rule over it. The strongest warrior, he was graciously sharing his woman with the rest of the tribe. That's what this was.

Callie sucked at the cock in her mouth with mindless joy. Her hands twirled and grasped the dicks in each palm. And her pussy swallowed up the chubby man beneath her.

From behind, she suddenly felt her ass cheeks being pulled apart, and when the latest newcomer took his position, Callie realized what was about to happen. Although it was new to her, she was surprisingly fine with it.

Even as she felt the hard press against her puckering anus, then the slow gradual building pain as this total stranger in a strip club helped himself to her ass. Callie's curvy body was pinned between these two men-- sandwiched-- as together they fucked her holes. One in her pussy, one in her ass. She'd never experienced double penetration before, but once they got started, she started to gasp. The feeling was intense. Total helplessness and total pleasure at once.

She glanced up at the sea of black faces, all moaning. None of them knew each other, but they'd come together with the same likeminded lust-- to fuck the shit out of Callie.

Callie whimpered and writhed. It was about all she could do, aside from stroke and suck. Otherwise, they were in total control.

Callie moaned, opening her mouth to express the pleasure she was feeling, and each time that she did, the man in her mouth took it as an opportunity to force his cock deeper.

The men fucking her holes went in and out, back and forth, pussy and ass. Callie had the image of cartoon lumberjacks in her head, going back and forth in her body. She was crying out, even as a second orgasm took hold and wracked her body. And through it all, she found the strength to blurt out the word "Harder!"

The men were all too happy to oblige. They pulled her hair, they slapped her ass. One even had the crudeness to slap her face while she sucked on him.

The bartender came around and served them drinks as they busied themselves with these two sluts. One of the men slow poured a beer down Callie's back. The men cheered, even as the cold liquid made her shiver.

Teddy Bear grunted, and grasped her by the hips. His back arched as he bounced her on his lap like his personal fuck doll. A moment later, she felt the gushing spreading warmth between her legs as he filled her womb with his seed. No warming, no offers to pull out. None of it. He wanted to mark the deepest parts of her body with his spunk.

"Ohhhh god," she cried out in pleasure. Then she was being rolled off of the man, and onto her back on the stage. Her legs in the air, much like Mei's were on that table. The gangbang went on, as the next man took his place between her legs, and penetrated her well used depths.

The men weren't just focused on Callie and Mei. One stood, puffing a joint between his lips, looking silly because he was completely naked. Another was doing a line of white powder from a table top. The last membrane of civility (as much as could be found in a strip club) had broken. These men were cutting loose, giving into their animal urges. It was a true party that they were all having. And sitting back watching it all, was King Andre.



One of the men offered Callie another line as he hovered over her. Callie found herself unable to refuse. She was going to get fucked again and again tonight, so she may as well keep the buzz going. Just like Mei had, Callie allowed herself to snort a line straight off of the man's throbbing black cock. And when the euphoria washed over her and her throat went numb, she began to deep throat him with renewed energy.

Between her legs, man after man stood and fucked her. Nobody was gentle with her. They pulled her hair and slapped her tits. One of them even spit in her face and called her a whore in a language that she didn't know. She might not know the words, but the snarl was universal-- sexual desire combined with absolute disgust and disrespect.

The whole time, it felt like a wonderful dream. Like her darkest, most perverse fantasies were being granted. Callie writhed on the stage as another black man dumped his cum into her womb. A sticky mess of white cream was between her thighs, and glazing her pussy.

One man leaned forward and bit her nipple hard enough to leave teeth marks. Callie squealed with combined pleasure and pain. Or she would have, if not for the cock that was being aggressively fucked in and out of her mouth.

During the chaos, Callie lost all track of Mei. She could be heard moaning and squealing, lost in her own world of pleasure. A forest of dark bare legs, all moving in slow circles around the source of their pleasure.

"You're a filthy whore!" The man who was currently fucking Callie's pussy snarled at her. He lifted her ass off the stage floor and yanked her into his thrusts.

"Yes... yes I am!" She echoed mindlessly. Her toes clenched into little fists. Her high heels had fallen off somewhere during the insanity.

"Say it!" he slapped her across the face, and to Callie's shock, she didn't feel disgrace or humiliation at the act. She felt naughty, trashy... aroused.

"I'm a filthy whore!" She cried out. "Oh god, I'm such a filthy whore for you! I want everybody's cum. Fuck me! Please god fuck me!"

That was all it took to satisfy the man who rough-fucked her on the stage. Because a moment later, he buried his cock deep, and added his own cum to the vile concoction in her pussy.

Callie couldn't even be sure, at this point, how many men had defiled her and left behind their seed within. She just knew she couldn't stop. It wasn't up to her. These men wouldn't stop until they were satiated. And maybe that was okay. Callie was having the time of her life, being gang banged on stage by a building full of black men.

Callie wasn't aware of the night winding down. It was just a crazy blur of pleasure, of humiliation, pain, and defilement. Cock after cock invading her in every way imaginable. And when the night finally ended, she found herself sitting on Andre's lap in the booth at the back of the club. She was a naked, sweaty, cum filled mess. Her hair was tousled, hair makeup smeared into an unrecognizable mask. She lay in Andre's big arms, the two of them passing a joint back and forth between them, as they watched the men in the room silently dress and head out.

Only once the last one had left, did she finally collapse in exhaustion.

*** To be continued... ***
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CUCKED IN THE TROPICS Ch. 12

***

Callie hadn't come back to the hotel room. Not the night that she'd gone out with Andre, and left Jake to cry in the shower. And not the second night after that.

Jake was past the point where he was emotionally hurt. He was all cried out. Now there was just an emotional numbness, combined with giving very little thought of the future beyond just his next couple of breaths.

During that time in the interim, Jake had slept very little. He'd eaten almost nothing. His stomach felt shaky and knotted. He inebriated himself with cheap alcohol and day time TV until he fell into an almost catatonic stupor. He looked and felt as though he'd been home from work with the flu. Nothing in his body was quite right.

By the time the third night arrived and Callie still hadn't returned, Jake decided that was all the answer he needed-- Callie had made her choice... and she hadn't picked him. She had left him, in favor of going off with Andre. There was no point in waiting around.

People might ask, why he even waited around at all. When he actually thought about it, the answer was the most honest that anyone in his shoes would have (though they'd never admit it)-- Jake simply hadn't known what else to do. The sudden gut punch of it all had rendered him dumbstruck, and instead of fighting or fleeing, he'd opted for the third (and most commonly used) option-- he froze.

But their vacation was almost over anyway. Their tickets to fly out of here were for tomorrow morning, and regardless of whether Callie returned or not, Jake would be on that flight. Jake suspected that Callie would opt to stay. She'd lost her mind anyway. She turned her back on her new husband. Why not turn her back on her whole life, for this guy? Her friends, family, home... all meaningless, so long as she was getting fucked by a dude with a big dick, right?

Jake packed his bags in silence. He took a moment to assess Callie's various articles that lay about the room. He picked up one of Callie's discarded shirts. The one from her class back home-- the one that all of her students had signed-- that, despite having shrunk in the wash, she wore it regularly. Jake had never minded, because it was skin tight against her tummy and boobs, and really highlighted how busty she was. But now Jake had this feeling of sadness all over again, as he looked over all of those scratchy little signatures. Those kids all loved Callie. She hadn't just abandoned her husband, in favor of a cheap affair, but she'd also abandoned all of those kids.

What a selfish bitch. He repeated those words out loud, and felt a weird sense of comfort, like a warm blanket wrapping around him. He might be in the depths of hell, rejection, and misery... but at least he wasn't alone. A lot of people were going to be hurt by Callie's actions. Maybe when Jake returned, they'd all sort of be each other's support group. That'd be nice-- the silver lining that would come out of all of this pain.

But then an alarming new thought occurred to Jake, as he looked over Callie's discarded things. "They're going to think I killed her." For one brief moment, that thought made his heart leap into his throat. There was no way people would believe his story. They'd rather demonize him as the real reason that she hadn't returned, instead of see the truth-- that a girl they all thought was nice turned out to not be so nice. Nobody would ever believe that a sweet innocent girl like Callie had cheated on Jake and left him for another man on their honeymoon. They'd all cry "foul play", they'd gossip, they'd point fingers, they'd turn on him, they'd hate him, they'd cast him out, just as Callie had cast him out.

On trembling legs, Jake wandered the room. He paused by Callie's things. A pair of earrings stood out to him. Small and gold-- the first jewelry Jake had ever bought her. It had been a "just because" gift in their first year of dating. No birthday or holiday. He'd gotten them for her just because he'd thought she was special. She'd worn them practically every day since then.

She wasn't wearing them now. She probably never would again.

"Oh who cares?" Jake suddenly decided. He'd deal with the bullshit back home, no matter if people believed him or not. Anything was better than staying here, where he wasn't wanted, and where his life constantly felt endangered.

He dropped his bags by the door, checked his passport, tickets, ID, and credit card. For some reason that he couldn't explain, he pulled off his shoe and rolled his sock down. He carefully tucked all of his most important cards and IDs against the sole of his foot before rolling his sock back up. He slid his shoe on after that. He'd walk to the airport if he needed to.

Then he arranged for a car to pick him up and take him to the airport in the morning. He made sure to specify that Andre not be the driver.

Then it was all set. There was nothing more to do, but get through the night. First thing in the morning, he'd be leaving this hell forever. Although he had no idea what the future would hold-- probably a lot of misery and depression for a while-- he felt good that he was leaving soon.

Even though he was ready, something didn't quite feel right. He knew what it was. He sighed and took off his wedding ring, leaving it on the end table. Well at least he'd kept his promises. It had only been a few days, but he'd kept them. That was more than he could say for Callie. He removed a sheet of stationary from a drawer. He wasn't sure what he wanted to say at this point. There was so much anger, sadness, hard feelings, and resentment, that he didn't think he could actually say anything meaningful.

Ultimately, he wrote the words "Goodbye Callie." That was the most simple, and straightforward that he could be, under the circumstances, without feeding into whatever warped way she was justifying her deviancy to herself. And Jake was sure that's exactly what Callie would do if he said anything more than that.

Whatever. That didn't matter anymore, either. Did it?

When Jake answered honestly, he felt oddly free. Liberated. The pain was still there, absolutely, but very little mattered to him anymore, unless it was what he wanted and only what he wanted.

He yawned and stretched. Maybe he would get some sleep after all, tonight. Or at least try to.

That was when he heard the knock at the door.

"Oh great," He groaned. So much for a clean getaway. The knot in his stomach tightened.

Well for the past few days, he'd figured that this conversation would be inevitable. He'd need to just be firm, but not mean, matter of fact, and stick with his choices. Whatever Callie chose to do was on her. But he wouldn't let her manipulate his decisions. She was a big girl who had made her choices this whole trip. She would have to make all of them from here going forward, no matter how much of a bitch she might be for this inevitable conversation.

Jake held his head high, his shoulders back, putting on a solemn dignified expression as he pulled open the hotel room door.

He paused in confusion. Not Callie, as he had been expecting. But a group of black men. And not employees of the hotel. Then Jake spotted tattoos, jewelry, torn jeans, and...

His eyes widened....beneath those shirts were the very distinct outlines of guns. The man in the front grinned wickedly, showing a set of yellowed teeth. He pushed Jake back, and one by one, the men began to file into the hotel room.

Jake's internal alarms were screaming for him to run. That it was finally going to end with him at the bottom of the ocean in a sunken cigarette boat. But when Jake turned back to the door, he spotted Callie.

Her dress was skewed slightly, a strap coming off of one shoulder. Her breasts were packed tightly into a dress that no longer looked expensive and elegant. Instead it looked trashy and cheap-- something a prostitute would wear. Her areola was showing like the sun peaking over the horizon. Her makeup was smeared, and her hair was a mess. She had one arm draped over the shoulders a slender black man in sunglasses who was sipping from a bottle wrapped in a brown paper bag. Callie was wearing an ill-fitting Starter cap, the brim flat and new was cocked comically to one side.

She smiled at Jake, but the smile was vacant-- as distant as her eyes. She looked drunk, or on drugs....or both.

And standing behind them, like an impenetrable wall, and wearing a grin that showed his confidence over his complete control of the situation, was Andre. "What's up, cuck? Aren't you going to invite us in?"

Jake paled.

"We're just going to..." Callie slurred. She trailed off for a moment, then snapped out of it. "We're just going to party here for a while. I hope that's cool."

"That's fine," Jake said, trembling and trying to be as non-confrontational as possible. "You guys can take the room. I'm just going to be heading out..." Jake reached for his packed bags, but Andre leaned in and smacked them out of his hands.

"You're not going to stay and party with us? I really think you ought to stay, white boy. There's a new honeymoon happening here tonight, and I think we're going to need someone to cater to us."

They pushed Jake back into the room as they invited themselves in and locked the door behind them.

"And we expect some great customer service," Andre said the last part with an evil glint in his eye, as he rubbed his hands together.

***

The Andre's group of thugs was loud and boisterous. They literally turned the quiet peaceful honeymoon suite upside-down.

They helped themselves to everything-- the bed, the chairs, the alcohol in the mini-fridge. They cranked up the TV volume, they rummaged through Jake and Callie's things.

The worst part of it was that Callie didn't look at all bothered by this. She was grinning, laughing, hanging off of the men and drinking with them, as though she'd known them for years. She was the star of the party without a care in the world.

Jake felt more alienated than ever, and more desperate to get the hell out of here.

It didn't help that Callie was sitting among these men, half naked, looking like a trashy hooker. The men had pulled up chairs around a small table. Callie had situated herself in one of their laps. Surprisingly, not Andre's. Andre was near the bathroom, talking with a couple of other men. His manner was cold and businesslike.

Jake watched from a corner of the bed, feeling like a prisoner in his own hotel suite... and maybe he was.

His eyes were drawn back to Callie in her slutty dress. The back was unzipped. The man's hand rested on her hip like he owned her. She was rocking back and forth on his lap, and laughing to some joke that Jake barely heard. The accents were too thick, and there were too many men talking at once for Jake to discern any of it. Jake watched as the man holding Callie slid his hand down her hip and around the curve of her ass. His fingers dug in and squeezed--

"Hey white boy!" One of the men barked, startling Jake out of his misery. Most of the table glanced his way, Callie included. She was smiling, but it was an indifferent smile, as though Jake was nothing more than a waiter whose name she didn't recall. "Fetch me that blunt on the nightstand."

Jake blinked dumbly at the man with the goatee who had called to him. "Blunt?"

"The joint, white boy!" The man shouted impatiently. He was eating from a bowl of peanuts, and threw a handful at Jake. They pelted him harshly, and sent him scrambling. The men laughed. Callie joined in, chuckling in her drunken stupor.

Jake was terrified. He had no doubts that if he acted defiant in any way, that these men would seriously hurt him. And though he was absolutely miserable by Callie's betrayal, he very much wanted to keep living, even as a spineless creature dwelling beneath a rock, if he had to. He wanted to live.

By the time he returned to the table with a hand rolled cigarette so thick that it actually looked more like a cigar, he was surprised to see that weed wasn't the only drug that was making its appearance.

Across the table surface, the men had arranged white powder in neat little lines. One of them was leaning forward with a rolled up bill and after a long snort, it was gone.

"Woooo!" He cried cheerfully and sank back in his chair with a smile on his face.

Men took turns doing lines from the table as Jake was forced to light the blunt for them. The room filled with a haze of smoke as they puffed and passed the drugs in a circle. Even Callie helped herself, as though it was the most casual thing in the world-- like she'd been doing it for years.

Jake was shocked in a new and horrified way. Callie didn't do drugs. She worked for a school! She could lose her job for this.

Even worse was when one of the men chopped up a neat little line of white powder in front of Callie, and she leaned over, face first and snorted it up. The men cheered as Callie wiped at her nose, then she hooted playfully, rocking back in the lap of the man who held her. She would have gone toppling over backwards if he hadn't been holding onto her so firmly. Her boobs nearly popped out of her dress from the display of uncaring party girl that she was putting on.

Hard drugs and dangerous men. Yet Callie was more than at home with all of it. She was having the time of her life. When the joint came back around, she didn't hesitate to take a long drag, follow it up with a coughing fit, then an even longer fit of giggles. Her nose scrunched cutely, and she even let out a snort. She was completely out of control.

The men watched as Callie's infectious laughter rolled from her body. Their eyes on her big white boobs, looking extra juicy in that top, ready to come spilling out.

"Hey, yo, Andre!" One of the men called out.

Andre looked over, still in the midst of talking business with a few of the other men.

"How much to do a line off of this girl's big white titties?"

"How much you got?" Andre smirked.

Callie nearly squealed in delight. "For you, free," she giggled, and thrust her chest out playfully, throwing her head back and tossing her hair from her face.

Jake's heart was pounding as he stood by, awkwardly observing what was about to happen.

When the men began to sprinkle the white powder on her chest, Jake knew that Callie hadn't been kidding at all. They lined it up in a neat row on her white breasts, and then one of the men leaned in and snorted the line right off of Callie's tits.

She laughed in maniacal delight that Jake barely recognized, and wrapped her hand around the back of the man's head, trapping his face in her chest. She shook her tits in his face, earning the approving remarks of many of the men who looked on.

"Damn," one of them commented, in the throws of a sniffling fit as he watched. "I should have waited. Would love to snort some blow off that white bitch's fun bags."

Callie squeezed the man's head into her tits, and didn't let go until they all heard the playful sounds of his sucking and kissing her chest.

When he finally came up for air, another man cried out "Who's next?" It was followed by the light-hearted laughter of the group.

"Didn't I promise you guys a party?" Andre folded his arms, smiling in assured amusement. "This white girl *is* the party."

Jake felt faint and sick all at once.

"What about her white boy husband?" another man asked, taking a drag on the joint, scrutinizing Jake like he was a bug trapped under a glass.

"If you want to fuck him, that's your problem," Andre quipped, and everyone erupted in another fit of laughter. Even Callie.

"Jake would probably enjoy it too much," Callie joked, her smile hesitant, until the group laughed again, and she was more confident than ever.

Jake shrank away, humiliated and red-faced. He knew that they were just kidding about him, but about fucking Callie, they absolutely weren't. Money was changing hands and Callie was drunk and high. He knew exactly what was going on now... and it scared him.

The man whose lap Callie was sitting began to paw at her chest. He gripped one of her huge boobs and bounced it a few times, making it jiggle. "Mmmm damn baby. You got some big ol' titties on you."

She bit her lip and moaned excitedly. "You already knew that from last night, silly."

"Well I'm looking at 'em again," He insisted, and he slid the straps of Callie's dress down her shoulders. She helped him, pulling her breasts out of her top, tucking her dress beneath them.

The men were all leering at her body, and Callie was drinking it in. Jake realized that Callie wasn't just fixated on Andre. She was enjoying teasing and tantalizing all of these men. What the hell happened to her?

One man was licking his lips as he eyed her chest. Another was commenting about her big white tits, in some not-so-polite slang. It was hard to hear through the man's accent, but Jake thought he heard the words "humongous milkies".

"Damn, white boy," one of them turned to Jake, throwing a peanut at him to make sure he had his full attention. "Those are the titties you be suckin' on back home? Shit, if I was married to this bitch, I'd never let her leave the house. And if I did, she'd be wearing a big baggy-ass hoodie. You fucked up real bad, bringing her here."

The men laughed.

"Tell me about it," Jake said miserably, to himself.

"Did I tell you to talk, you ghost white Casper-looking bitch!" They pelted him again with food, or whatever crumpled pieces of garbage they could find.

Jake could hardly bring himself to look at them, even as they leaned his wife backward and began to suck at her tits.

The man holding her helped himself, wrapping his lips around her nipple and sucking noisily at her chest. Callie cooed and groaned, tripping on the substances in her body. She wiggled against his lap, teasing his crotch with her ass.

Jake watched with misery and envy as this stranger was treated to a lap dance from his wife.

The man cupped Callie's tit and sucked harder. He glanced at Jake as he did so, and let out a taunting moan. Pulling on her pink nipple with his mouth until Callie was gasping. Her moans turned into high pitched squeaks.

Finally he popped off of her breast with an audible sound. Her nipple stood full and erect, and this man teased his tongue in fast light flicks over her erect nipple. "Yeah, you like that, white boy?" He remarked to Jake.

Jake looked away.

"I'm talking to you, bitch," he barked, and suddenly reached out, grabbing Jake by a handful of his strawberry hair. Jake let out a cry of helpless fear as he was suddenly pulled into Callie's chest. Her tits were wet, coated the sheen of another man's saliva.

"Take a good look at these tits, cuck," he said. "You like another man sucking on your wife's titties?" he said and he pushed Jake's face into Callie's boobs, sliding his head around, so that Jake could feel the wet sheen that the black man had left behind on Callie's skin.

Jake cried out and whimpered. Then the man shoved Jake away dismissively.

"Wanna get fucked in front of your bitch-ass husband?" he asked Callie, taking one final drag on his joint.

Callie bit her lip. She glanced at Jake, then back at the man who was teasing her nipples. In fact, all around the room, she was greeted by faces who regarded her with hungry eyes. The serious faces of horny, dangerous men.



"Well... I don't think it's up to him," she remarked, and after some thought, her expression took on a nervous playful expression, "Or me, for that matter."

"Good answer, white girl," the man took hold of Callie's nipple and gave it a pinch that made her suck in a breath. He gave her tit a slap, then pushed her off of his lap. "Now get that big ass on the bed," he instructed her.

Callie barely paused. She bounded across the room in excited strides. There was an energy to her movements, like a kid skipping across a playground.

She stopped at the bed, and pushed her dress down around her waist, wiggled her hips and squeezed herself out of it, dropping it to the floor. She was naked, save for her high heels. "Come and get me, boys," she taunted, much to Jake's shock and horror.

"You heard the lady," Andre echoed, gesturing for the men to follow her.

Jake tried to move out of the way as half a dozen men followed Callie. But they blocked his way. "Where you going, whitey? Don't you want to watch?"

Jake shook his head, trying not to make eye contact with them. But then he was shoved backward. "Get your bitch ass back over there." One of them said crudely. Jake toppled onto the bed as the man finished his joint and threw the spent butt at Jake. A cascade of tiny glowing embers spat.

The men snickered as they started to peel away their shirts.

Callie inched back on the bed, propped up on her elbows, eyeing them all excitedly. The whole scene was like a nightmare as the wall of dark skinned men closed around them.

Their shirts came off, and Jake was alarmed to see that many of them wore guns tucked into their waistbands. But even more alarming was the fact that Callie wasn't bothered by this. Jake's eyes went from her expression, to the men, and back again.

This definitely wasn't her first time entertaining these types of men-- cartel men. Is this what she'd been doing for the last few days while she was away? The thought made him shudder with anger, humiliation, and misery.

"Sit right there, white boy, and don't move a fuckin' muscle," ordered one of the men-- a light skinned black man with a goatee and mirrored sunglasses. The man plunked down his pistol on the night stand, and stood over Callie.

He hovered over her and did another line of drugs from between her plump tits. Her bikini tan lines really highlighting just how pale her boobs were in the places that sun hadn't been allowed to touch. Callie just let it happen, giggling excitedly as she let this man use her body like a table for his drugs. She was on her own high.

"Oooooh, fuck yeah," he grunted, almost sexually as it hit him instantly. Then he began to unbuckle his pants. When he produced his dick, Callie didn't hesitate. She wrapped her hand around it, moving her mouth over it, like instinct. If a dick was in the room, she had to suck it. What had these men done to her?

"Yeah, this big tittied white bitch knows her place, alright," Sunglasses grunted to the rest of his group. He took a handful of her golden blonde hair and stuffed her mouth deeper with his dick.

By now, the rest of the group began to pile on the bed. Jake looked around as their pants vanished, as much as their shirts. It wasn't just a stereotype-- these men were all hung. Nobody was able to compare to Andre, that was for sure. But Jake knew immediately that he was the smallest in the room.

"Fuck yeah, suck that dick, you hog," one of the men remarked, grabbing Callie by the tits, and roughly mashing them together. She whimpered. Her soft sweet voice muted by the dick in her mouth. She bobbed her head in concentration, desperate to please Sunglasses with her oral abilities.

Jake was floored that Callie didn't relent, even in the face of such disrespect. She kept right on sucking and moaning mindlessly, greedy to gobble the man's cock. Drool ran from the man's shaft and balls, down her chin and onto her chest. The man with the goatee who played with her tits mashed and squeezed, fondled and rubbed, as though he was inspecting her body. His hand was joined by another, and another. Half a dozen black hands rubbing and groping her body.

Jake felt ashamed to admit it to himself, but Callie did look like a hog in that moment. A hog being inspected and graded. She wiggled her body excitedly, enticing these men with her curves, preparing for another mating ritual with a dozen black men, as though that was all that she knew how to do anymore. She'd lost herself, not knowing who she even was, other than a sexual object for the pleasure of criminals.

They surrounded her. Two knelt on either side of her head. She alternated, stroking one, and sucking the other. Then she'd switch. Sunglasses continued to snarl his derogatory comments at her-- "big tittied bitch", "white slut", "cock hog", "coke fiend whore", it didn't matter. Everything he said, she'd moan excitedly and squirm that much more. And his buddy, a man with a red cap, would aggressively fuck her face each time she wrapped her lips around his long dark shaft.

Two men suckled at her chest, barely caring that they were practically on top of each other. She looked like she was nursing them with her luscious breasts. They slurped and licked, making wet noises with their tongues. They pulled at her nipples with their lips until her little pink circles stood full and proud.

One man spread her legs. Callie was a wet mess of excitement down there. He ran his hands over her folds, and admired the way they came away wet. Then he suddenly grabbed Jake by the hair and shoved his fingers beneath his nose. "See that, white boy?" He said, in his thick accent. "She got wet for a whole room full of black dick. She ever get this wet for you?" Then he shoved Jake back and away, sending him retreating again.

"Pathetic," he scoffed.

The man who'd tormented him was very dark. His skin a deep dark chocolate. His cock was immense and throbbing, and when he spread her legs and inched his unprotected cock into her body, his eyes were locked on Jake's with cold cruelty.

He turned Callie's head to face Jake, the cock slipping from her. "Tell him, baby. Tell your man that he's pathetic."

Callie looked at Jake. "You're pathetic," she almost spat the icy words at him, before turning her head and resumed her ceaseless sucking.

Callie squealed in pleasure as the dark man penetrated her. "Hear that, white boy? She likes it." He said, holding her by the creamy thighs. He sank himself deep into her body, enjoying the wet warmth of her pussy on his unprotected manhood. Then finally, when his shaft was fully in her, he moaned, showing his bright white teeth. His eyes rolled back and he moaned at the ceiling. The way his eyes were wide and his grunts deep and snarling, it was clear this man was drugged out of his mind. Maybe even a different type of drug all together. But it didn't matter, he was holding Jake hostage and he was violating Callie.

Not that Callie seemed to care. She was relentlessly moaning. Her whimpers of pleasure were muffled by the black dicks that kept alternating their way in and out of her mouth. The men almost seemed to work together, knowing when to let their friends take over fucking her mouth.

The ones nursing on her chest, had their fill. They sat on the bed, jerking themselves, watching the scene of Callie's honeymoon defilement. "Yeah, breed that white slut!" One of them called out to his buddy.

"Breeding is extra," Andre called from the corner of the room, still fully dressed and admiring the view, along with many of the men who were waiting on standby. Most of them were naked, slowly stroking themselves.

Callie's feet hung helplessly in the air as the man spread her legs and pounded her pussy. The bed began its steady thumping against the wall. Jake could only watch, ashamed and miserable that his own honeymoon had devolved into this animalistic orgy.

"I don't care what the cost," the man grunted, holding her by the shoulders to help pull her into his deep penetrative thrusts. The muscles in his wiry arms bulged. "This bitch needs to know her job is to make black babies. Start a tab, Andre, because this curvy slut is getting bred tonight!"

His comment was met by laughter and comments.

"Oh yeah... oh yeah," he grunted over and over again, his thrusts vigorous and excited. Callie couldn't stop moaning, her head bouncing as her body took the pounding like a champ.

"Hey white boy," the dark skinned one who was fucking Callie called out to Jake. "Hope you always wanted a son or a daughter," he grinned, then he gave one powerful thrust. His jaw went slack, and for a moment, Jake could only see the whites of the man's eyes.

His body spasmed. "Oh-ohhhhhh," he grunted, his legs shifted like he was dancing, and his body shivered. Jake knew what was happening.

The man stopped thrusting as his body went into insemination mode. His hips spasmed as his balls and cock pumped his seed into Callie's womanhood. All the while Callie continued to suck and pleasure the men up by her head.

"Fuck yeah," the man moaned as he withdrew from Callie. He slung the last few drops from the head of his cock onto her pussy. Then he spat at Jake. "Have fun, bitch boy." He said, then collected his clothes before slipping Andre some money.

Where he left off, another man took over. Relentlessly and powerfully fucking Callie's body. And in much the same way, he too, added his own concoction of seed to Callie's wet folds.

Jake, who had thought he was done crying, started to all over again. It was one thing to wreck his present, but Jake had always wanted kids. Now these men seemed to be violating that dream as well. Jake was sure he wouldn't be able to have them in the future, with Callie or otherwise, without remembering this terrible moment.

By the time the next man wanted a turn at Callie, there was already cum running out of her in a messy stream of white.

The man who stepped up for his turn appraised the sloppy mess between her legs, with a scowl. The facial tattoos on his caramel skin gave him a demonic appearance. "What a fuckin' mess," he remarked. "You gonna clean up your wife for me, whitey?"

Jake immediately shook his head, but the man lashed out and grabbed Jake by the neck. He pulled Jake in easily, and suddenly Jake felt as helpless as a freshman in a school bathroom, about to receive his first swirlie from the bigger kids.

"No, please," Jake begged, but the men didn't listen. Suddenly Jake's face was shoved into that warm dripping mess between Callie's legs.

"Clean her up!" Face Tattoos slapped Jake once over the back of the head, as he forced his face into her mound.

Jake felt a moment of panic as he was trapped, face first, between Callie's thighs. He flailed, helplessly. The men laughed and made jokes, indifferent to his discomfort. Up close, he realized just what a mess the two men had made. Everything was wet. Her pussy and legs covered in hot sticky cum.

Face Tattoo used Jake's head as a human napkin, pushing him around, smearing the hot spunk into Jake's cheeks, up his nose, into his mouth. Jake resisted, but the man slapped across the cheek.

"Clean that jizz up with your mouth!" He barked so loud that it frightened Jake. "This is what all you pathetic white cucks want anyway," he said, to the amusement of the other men.

Jake didn't want to, but he was terrified that he'd get hurt. Tentatively he poked Callie's pussy with his tongue and recoiled at the manly salty nastiness that greeted him.

"I said lick, bitch!" He cried again, and for the sake of his own life, Jake shamefully began to lick.

Callie moaned with this sudden level of debauchery. Each new thing was a different for her. She moaned and squirmed. One hand came away from the black man's cock in her mouth, and she began to rub and pinch her own nipples.

The men watched Jake shamefully lapping the cum as it ran from Callie's body. It was disgusting, and there was so much of the goopy mess that he had nowhere to put it, but to swallow it down and keep going.

"Better drink that shit like it's the nectar of life," Face Tattoos commented, his grip loosening on Jake's head, now that Jake was no longer struggling.

Jake tried his best to obey and control his own revulsion. But it was difficult, because Callie's hips were starting to move energetically. She was enthusiastically humping his face, grinding her cum loaded pussy up and down Jake's mouth. How could she possibly be into this? How could she possibly find this sexy?

But her movements increased with Jake's tentative licks. He wasn't even trying to do a good job. He was merely doing what was asked of him. But regardless, the excitement was too much for Callie, because suddenly her hand shot down her body and she gripped Jake by the hair, even as her hips bucked completely off of the bed and her back stiffened.

"Mmmmmmm!!!" She cried out, her voice still muffled by the cock that was currently gagging her.

Jake tried to pull away, but she had him trapped between her thighs, her hand holding him tightly in place. A moment later, and Jake felt his wife climax on his face. A tightening of her every muscle, followed by a creamy flow of cum into his mouth.

He coughed, unable to swallow it, and much of it ran onto the bed sheets. The men didn't care. They were too busy laughing.

"I think this white bitch likes your new role as her cleaner," the man patted Jake on the head, and finally pulled him mercifully away from Callie's pussy.

Jake retreated, half crying, ashamed of what he'd done, ashamed that he'd been helpless to stop his own humiliation and torment.

Callie was panting, having had to spit the cock out of her mouth and catch her breath. Her body was quivering. She glanced apologetically at Jake, but then turned back to the men who'd helped with her orgasm. "That was wild," she giggled, and climbed to her knees, grasped Face Tattoos, and pushed him backward onto the bed.

"Damn, you got her worked up. She's hotter than a pepper right now," the men lauded.

Callie mounted up on top of Face Tattoos, throwing her leg over his body like she was climbing into the saddle, about to go riding.

"I used to ride horses," Callie grinned proudly when she saw the excited approving look on his face. She reached behind her, groping for his cock, and feeding it into her soaked pussy. "But this is much more fun." She sank her plump ass down onto his dick, settling on him until he was fully inside of her.

"Giddee up then," he grinned, and slapped her ass with both hands, making her cheeks jiggle.

Callie cheered and began to ride.

Jake watched her ass rising and falling with long sexy movements. The black shaft beneath disappeared and reappeared again and again. She was swaying her hips as she bounced, little gyrations from side to side to really give this man (and every man in the room) quite the show.

"That's it, bitch. Ride him, cowgirl." One of the men spectating from the sidelines gave her butt a smack that sent her riding harder. The bed began its steady creaking again, announcing to anyone within earshot the unmistakable sounds of sex.

As Callie pleasured Face Tattoos with her body, Sunglasses came over with another mirror of powder and a drink. Callie took another hit, even as she fucked, multitasking pleasure and drug consumption. Then he tilted the bottle of cheap beer toward Callie's upturned lips and poured it down her throat like he was feeding a baby bird. Callie drank and rode, but her body was moving too fast, and much of the beer doused her hair and ran down her chest.

The men cheered and Callie yelped and hooted as the cold alcohol ran along her thick curves. This made the men go even more wild, and Sunglasses up-ended the beer over her body, covering her with the cheap suds. Jake found the entire act a disrespectful insult. They were treating Callie like absolute trash, but she was loving it. She drank it in and laughed and cheered along with the men, completely unaware of their mocking and objectifying. Either she was that naïve, or she loved being treated like a trashy whore.

Regardless, she was reenergized. She pinned Face Tattoos to the bed by his shoulders, and began to ride him for all he was worth. Her butt bounced up and down. Her jiggles turned to a blur. The bed springs squealed their protest, and the wall thundered behind the headboard.

Face Tattoo slapped her bouncing, jiggling ass until it was raw and red, but Callie didn't relent. And just when it seemed neither would be able to keep up this frenzied psychotic pace, Callie suddenly sat down completely on the man's cock, tilted her face up to the ceiling and cried out "Yesssssssss!!!"

Face Tattoo clutched at the bedsheets. His toes curled into fists, and it was obvious that another load of cum had been spilled into Callie's womb.

Jake shrank in on himself in misery. Another load. Would he be forced to clean up this one too?

But it seemed that there were a lot of men waiting, many of whom had been jerking their mealy dicks to the sight, and whose patience had begun to fray.

As Face Tattoo climbed up from beneath Callie's dripping pussy, another man took his place.

Callie bent forward, and treated this man to the same rodeo that the last man had enjoyed. Only this time, she did a move on him that had always been one of Jake's personal favorites. She mashed her big tits against his bare chest, and she began to sensually slide them back and forth, grazing his muscles with her plump melons. He grunted, throwing his arm around her slender waist, dug his heels into the sheets and began to thrust up into her. His balls wacking her undercarriage again and again.

It wasn't enough for the men. Watching her butt jiggle up and down was too tantalizing. One of them climbed onto the bed behind Callie's alluring butt, and spread her cheeks. Callie didn't slow her pace, didn't bat an eye, even as her cheeks were pulled apart and the man began to insert his length of black pipe into her tight anus.

Jake watched, slightly transfixed. They had never tried anal before, Callie being too afraid that it might hurt. Now, here she was, taking it like it was nothing. She cried out in pleasure as the men sandwiched her with their dark bodies. Like an Oreo cookie-- white cream in the middle.

Unlike with Face Tattoo, Callie was hardly able to put on her show for these guys. They did all the work. Not that she minded. Their strong bodies and vigorous thrusting pushed their dicks in and out of her holes. Her moans echoed throughout the room.

Then another man clambered onto the bed, as the two humped her like animals. The dark shafts rocketing in and out. Her holes swallowing them up. Their balls slapping against each other's did nothing to slow their relentless pounding.

The newcomer held his dick out at eye level, took hold of Callie's head, and stuffed her mouth with it. Just like that, just that easy, she opened her mouth and accepted him. And he fucked her face as wildly as the two who were invading her ass and pussy.

Callie's eyes were shut. Her face a combination of pleasure, and concentration.

The bed was shaking like mad. Everyone in the room was in a sexual frenzy. Everyone but Jake.

More men stood on the bed now, in a tight cluster around her head. They were swarming her now. A group of hunters descending on a kill. They took turns, alternating in and out of her mouth, a team effort now, even as she was mercilessly fucked. The sounds of manly grunts, and wet slapping sounds filled the room. And somewhere, barely discernable among it, was the soft muted moans of Callie, having the time of her life-- the focus of the party. A drug fueled sex orgy like she'd never experienced before in her life.

Callie rode them with impossible vigor, until the men were announcing their orgasms to the rest of the room with their grunts of pleasure. More seed was pumped into Callie's greedy pussy and ass.



When the men who were penetrating her were spent, she was flipped onto her back, planted firmly in the lap of the next lucky contestant to invade her ass. Another man spread her legs and climbed between them. Trapped in the reverse cowgirl position, and sandwiched between their bodies, Callie was powerless to do much else, other than throw her arms around the man's broad back who was humping her, and moan and moan. She loved the feeling of being helpless and used as a cock sleeve for these men. In fact, that was part of the fantasy.

The man between her legs was a true bull. A beast defiling a princess. His dark ass flexing as he pushed his way in and out of her body, not just mating with her, breeding her-- passing along his genes to this fertile young white woman. Adding his own concoction to the mix. And sooner or later nature would select which one was worthy, and a baby would start to grow.

The entire room was devoted to sex. Everyone, except for poor Jake, who was powerless to do anything but watch. And even that, he didn't want to do. He wanted to be going home, not stuck in this eternal hell.

At one point, Callie eyes caught Jake's over the shoulder of the man who was breeding her like an animal in heat. She saw him without really seeing him. Her eyes were glazed over from the sex and the drugs. There was hardly any recognition in them at all. But for the briefest moment, Jake thought he detected a hint of clarity. Just a hint, then she was gone, and the whore was back, screaming and moaning and talking dirty along with the rest of these men.

The men seemed to be growing bored with Jake's humiliation-- hardly noticing him any longer. All of their focus on Callie now, and fucking her senseless. Jake's presence was no longer part of the foreplay. Now it was just a nuisance.

"Get out of the fuckin' way, white boy," one of them snarled, grabbing Jake by the shirt collar and shoving him into the bathroom. "I'm tired of looking at your pasty face. Stay here, and don't fuckin' come out." He ordered. When he slammed the door, it was almost a mercy.

...Almost.

Because for the next several grueling hours, Jake was treated to sounds of Callie's defilement, and his imagination filled in the blanks with its own horrific images.

"Yeah, gobble that dick, you fuckin' pig," one of them commented. His firm voice traveled through the wall.

At one point, her moans turned high pitched, and it was obvious that another orgasm had taken hold.

"This one is juicy as fuck," another remarked.

The bed continued to pound the wall. The thunder of moving feet in constant motion. It was like a wrestling match was happening out there. Smoke wafted through the cracks of the door, to indicate someone was blazing up again.

"Take it, bitch! Take this cum!" One of the men groaned.

Another load to the mix.

Somehow not seeing it might have been even worse than witnessing it all, Jake realized as he slouched on the floor of the bathroom and cupped his hands over his ears. It didn't help. He could see hear it all. And when Callie's cries intensified, and the men began to cheer, Jake knew what was happening, even before the men cried out "Fuck her, Andre! Fuck this bitch real good!"

King Andre had joined the party. Of course, it had to be Andre. All things led to Andre.

"Ohhh yes!" Callie screamed out, being tossed around by the immense giant with the immense cock. "Yes! Yes! Fuck me, Andre! Fuck me! Did I make you proud?"

Jake could hardly listen to it, even as Andre's grunts joined Callie's relentless gushing. "Yeah baby. You did real good tonight."

"Yes, Daddy!" she cried out. "I want to be such a good slut for you. I want to be the best slut for you! Fuck me Andreeeeeeee!"

Her voice echoed in Jake's head. He hated himself for it, but alone, and confined in the bathroom, he touched his cock to the sound of Andre and Callie's thunderous lovemaking.

***

The morning found Jake in a heap on the tile floor. He groaned as he awoke and sat up. His shoulders were sore, his body ached, and his heart felt destroyed.

At some point (after feverishly brushing his teeth multiple times to erase the taste of the cum he'd been forced to drink) he'd miraculously been able to fall asleep. That alone took talent, considering the orgy that had been raging all night.

Actually, "orgy" implied multiple people having sex with multiple partners. That wasn't the case at all. Last night was only Callie having sex with everybody. This had been a gangbang. A loud, disgusting, relentless one that involved drugs, alcohol, and degradation.

Jake wasn't sure how much those men had paid Andre to have sex with his wife, and quite frankly, Jake didn't want to know. Things had quieted down now. They'd probably passed out from the drugs and liquor wearing off.

Jake decided now was the time to leave, while he still could. He checked his shoe. The documents were still safely tucked in there. Thank god the men hadn't tried to strip him. They'd only rummaged through their luggage and torn it all apart. Jake didn't care about any of that, but thank god he still had their tickets. Their plane left in a few hours, and Jake very badly wanted to be out of here before these men woke up. With Callie as an official prostitute for the cartel (though she may not know it yet), Jake was no longer of use to Andre. They were probably going to kill him before the day was over.

With that in mind, he eased the bathroom door open, his heart pounding in his ears.

The room smelled of pot smoke, sweat, and sex. It utterly stank of it. The place was trashed. Furniture was overturned. Things were broken. Empty bottles and crushed cigarette butts were everywhere.

"I bet I get billed for this mess," Jake thought bitterly.

Through the window, he saw a naked black man-- one of the ones from last night-- standing at the pool, taking a piss into it before collapsing on a lounger in a stupor.

Jake tiptoed across the floor.

Throughout the room, half a dozen black men were sprawled out. Some curled up on the rug, others occupying the bed. One was propped upright in a chair, his head tilted back at an angle that Jake would think impossible to sleep. Yet the sounds of pleasant snoring gurgled from his mouth. And among them, like a little white naked princess, Callie was asleep. She lay at the very foot of the bed like a dog that wasn't allowed up on the pillows. Her head resting on King Andre's feet.

Everyone was naked. Their bodies coated with sweat. Many of the men were stuck to themselves-- drying cum having cemented their shafts to their thighs. It was all a terrible disgusting mess.

Jake found the scene more troubling than anything he'd seen so far. It called to mind old paintings of Greek orgies-- minstrels and servant girls, asleep at the feet of some fat authoritarian master. Only here, there was but one servant girl, and there were a dozen masters. Mean, controlling, violent masters.

Jake merely shook his head. That was Callie's loss. She picked them.

He started for the door, as softly as he dared. The men who did stir seemed very out of it, groaning groggily before dozing off again. Jake wasn't sure of the after-effects of drugs once they wore off, but he'd heard that a crash always came after a cocaine high. Everyone was probably out of it, exhausted, hung over, and in a tremendous amount of pain. After the night they'd had, they would probably sleep all day.

Good. That meant nobody would notice Jake missing until he was safely in the air. Just get out of the room, get to the car he'd called for, get to the airport, and get the fuck out. His hands closed on the knob, the door pulled open on silent, well-oiled hinges, and Jake felt his pulse quicken with the sudden jubilation of the freedom laid out before him. He had the crazy urge to take off sprinting down the hallway and never look back.

"Jake," a voice behind him suddenly startled him. A soft voice. A voice he knew well.

He stopped and turned, hating himself for turning, but not being able to resist.

Callie lay on the bed, naked, her head turned and one eye open. She looked ragged, out of it. She'd had a rough night.

"Where are you going?" She asked softly, curious. As though she wasn't aware that she was asleep in bed with a bunch of naked drug dealers and thugs.

"For coffee," Jake said as quietly as he dared.

"Oh," she said, still out of it and confused. She shut her eyes, turned to the ceiling and took a slow labored breath. Then her head lolled again, and her eye opened. "Are we back home already?" She swallowed, her mouth dry. She seemed disoriented, ill.

Jake suddenly felt bad for her. Seeing her on the bed like that, looking so helpless, confused, and pathetic felt like a vice around Jake's heart. Although he'd been so sure he didn't have a single emotion left in him, a sudden flood of sorrow and misery ran through him, along with something else... something he didn't want to feel for this woman who caused him so much grief. Pity.

Jake did his best to offer her a little smile. "Yeah baby. We're back home."

She shut her eyes and smiled slightly, looking comforted by this news. "Did we have fun on our honeymoon?" Her voice was innocent, as though she had been asleep for the entire trip and she legitimately had no memory of the awful things that she'd done.

"Yeah," he said, his throat bobbed. "Yeah, we had a great time."

"I love you," she said, as he turned away.

Jake started out the door, feeling much less confident than he had a moment ago. His feet felt leaden, and his stomach was like a knot. There was a lump in his throat, and a burning feeling of guilt on the back of his neck. Why should he feel guilt? She picked this. Fuck her. If she changed her mind that, that was her prob--

She slurred softly after him, "When you get back, can we go visit my parents?" She asked softly. "I miss my mom."

And when Jake glanced back at her, he saw a small tear escape the corner of her eye and roll down her cheek. He wasn't sure why, but for a second, he thought that was the most clarity he'd seen in her face since landing. That was really Callie for a moment. And he felt his heart break.

He paused at the door, glancing between the hallway to freedom laid out before him, and the obstacle course of slumbering dangerous men behind him. He ground his teeth, unhappy with what he was about to do. But reluctantly, he stepped back into his nightmare...

***

"Is she going to be alright?" The ticket taker at the desk asked, peering over the rims of her bifocals.

"She's fine, she's just really hung over," Jake admitted with a smile. "Too much partying on the last night of our honeymoon."

The woman eyed Callie, her arm draped across Jake's shoulders, and her head lolling. She wobbled on unsteady feet. There was a careful scrutiny to the ticket taker. She spent a longer time eyeing their passport photos and comparing them to the real faces before her. Then finally she waved them by.

Jake kept his arm snugged around Callie's waist, and guided her through the airport checkpoint, drawing glances from passing tourists along the way. He had never been good at lying, but in the past hour, he'd gotten very good, very fast. Jake had formed the story of partying too hard on the tense drive from the resort to the airport. Thankfully the driver hadn't questioned it, but he knew someone would ask about Callie's physical state sooner or later.

A short distance from the desk, they were stopped again by a rather rotund man in a security uniform. His belly was spilling over his belt, and his patchy mustache had bits of food crumbs in it.

"Place luggage on the belt," he said in broken English.

"We don't have any luggage," Jake replied.

The man looked from Jake to Callie, then back again. Jake was flushed, sweaty, and impatient. Callie was sleepy. Her head continued to nod, and lift, like she was trying to wake herself from a doze, and failing miserably.

"No luggage?" He echoed.

"No," Jake said, trying to contain his annoyance. "No luggage."

Callie wobbled drunkenly, and groaned, putting her hand to her forehead.

The guard watched, and scowled. "She doesn't look like she should fly today."

Jake frowned, hoping to avoid this. He reached into his pocket and produced a thick wad of bills, larger than anything he'd ever held before. It was Andre's profits from whoring Callie out to all of those men. The dumb fuck had left it in his suit jacket that had been draped casually over the back of a chair.

Jake had spotted it when he had helped Callie dress back at the room. She had been clumsy, but had willingly accepted his hand when he'd gone back for her. Perhaps she was too out of it to remember where she was. Or maybe she just didn't care. Always the naïve follower. She'd been as docile as a lamb when Jake had tensely helped her out of bed, all the while he'd been eyeing the sleeping den of monsters around them. One of the thugs had left his gun on the table, and Jake had briefly considered using it, at least on Andre, if not all of them. But he wasn't a gun guy-- he knew very little about them and doubted he could shoot all of these guys before they attacked him. And the thought of killing anyone, even after everything they'd done, made him feel sick. He just wanted to leave, not go Rambo on a cartel.

He'd scrambled for clothing for Callie, anything that would cover her naked body. He'd found her hooded sweatshirt with her university logo, and a pair of her gym shorts. It was baggy and looked silly, but now wasn't the time to bother with fancy. And he didn't want to draw attention to the fact that she was braless.

Callie had been cooperative enough, though she had moved like she was half asleep. A walking zombie. She'd slid her feet into her flip flops and propped herself up in the door frame. It was then that Jake decided that they might need cash. Jake still had his cards tucked safely in his shoe with his passports and ID, but cash was king down here. And when he spotted Andre's jacket, he knew that this man had to have some.

What he hadn't expected was the roll of bills that he'd discovered. Jake didn't have time to count it, but could tell at a glance that it could probably pay off his entire house. He'd stolen it, with a cold glance at the sleeping man who'd ruined his marriage, stuffed it into his pocket, and away he and Callie had went-- down to the car, through the city, and right up to the ticket counter.

Now, in the airport, in front of the curious eyes of the lazy security guard, Jake thumbed out several hundreds and handed them discreetly to the man. "Does she look like she can fly now?"

The man counted the cash and lit up with a smile as he slipped the money into his pocket. "She looks great! Have a nice flight, you two." He waved them through the metal detector.

As Callie staggered through, it beeped.

The guard glanced apologetically at Jake. Bribe or not, he couldn't let them proceed without taking a look.

Callie seemed to have woken up a bit at the sound. "Oh," she said dimly, and bent forward. "It's this," she unclasped the gold anklet she wore and handed it to the guard. She walked through again, and the detector remained cautiously silent.

Then she let Jake tuck his arm around her waist and lead her away.

"Ma'am, you forgot your chain!" The guard called, still holding the gold anklet with the black spade charm.

"You keep it," Callie called back disinterested.

By the time they took their seats on the plane, Callie had completely forgotten about the charm that Andre bought her. She put her head down and went to sleep.

***

At the time that Jake and Callie's flight was halfway back to the United States, Andre was just waking up. He was in a fog, but a lot of drug hangovers were like that-- painful and unpleasant. His bladder was screaming that it needed to be released. How long had he been out?

He partied hard last night. Much harder than he expected to. He'd only been planning on supervising, making sure that Callie was at ease being prostituted out to these men, and making sure that they didn't go too hard on the goods. But the sight of Callie's blonde hair and busty body bouncing away like the fuck machine that she was had been too much for Andre. He needed another taste of those big titties. So he'd joined the party, snorted some blow, drank some booze, and fucked the shit out of the married little white slut.

He needed to be careful doing that. Clients wouldn't want damaged goods.

He tried to sit up, but the room seemed to swirl. Everything felt like it was moving at once. He was nauseous and fell back on the bed. His head struck something. Not a bed. It wasn't as soft as a bed. What the hell?

He fully expected to wake up late, feeling disoriented and like complete shit. But what he didn't expect to find when his eyes fluttered open was the harsh glare of sunlight. He was outside. The sky was painfully blue and bright. The sun was hot. From somewhere close by, he heard the screeching of birds and the steady sloshing of water. When had he gone outside?

Andre fought to sit up again, and realized that he couldn't. It wasn't just nausea and disorientation. He physically couldn't sit up! He thrashed for a moment, and realized that his hands were tightly tied beneath his butt. The weight of his body had rendered them numb. He couldn't feel his arms.

When he glanced down at himself, he saw that he was completely naked. His limp dick lay in his lap. And around his ankles was a thick rope. He followed it with his eyes and saw that it was tied to--

"I was always jealous of your body, my friend," a voice beside him. Andre turned his head to the sound, trying not to scream at the pain that shot up the sore muscles of his neck. The silhouette of a man stood beside him. The sun to his back made it hard for Andre to tell just who it was. Seated around benches were other men. Stone faced statues that Andre had seen dozens of times before-- because men about to commit a murder all wore that same expression of detachment. Andre recognized holsters and guns. But more than that, he recognized his own boat. They were on a boat in the ocean, and the steady nauseating movement was the ocean waves lapping against the sides. Andre had a sudden sickening feeling that he knew just where the boat was anchored right now...

Andre blinked dumbly up at the silhouette that stood over him. The man looked Andre from head to toe. "But seeing your body now..." he continued, "I'm not so sure I'd trade places with you, my friend."

"Cut me the fuck loose!" Andre snarled up at the man, trying to thrash against his ropes, but the more he did, the more pain that shot up his sore muscles. His head throbbed from the drug crash, but the sudden fear was waking him up completely to this new reality.

The man regarded Andre coldly. Just a shadow against the harsh sunlight-- like a mirage. "We had our fun," the man said finally, and gestured to his associates with a hand full of broken fingers that were wrapped in gauze.

It took three men to heft the massive weight around Andre's ankle. When it was tossed overboard, into the churning waves, the splash was like a geyser.

As the rope's slack quickly chased the weight to the bottom of the sea, the man leaned in, his face a bloody ruin of bandages and stitches. His gold tooth caught the sun and reflected it back to Andre's wide terrified eyes. "But now I think we understand each other just fine," said the corrupt guard, parroting Andre's words to him that night he'd been beaten in the alley during the festival after sharing the white slut with the big knockers.

As the line pulled taught, Andre was yanked from his seat by the ankles and hit the water with a numbing splash of cold water and bubbles. The ocean bottom raced up to him impossibly fast. Andre caught one last glimpse of his final resting place-- a rusted out cigarette boat, nestled among the reef.



He began to scream.

***

ONE YEAR LATER

"This is way too fancy for me," Callie said, her voice was soft and nervous as she glanced down the street at the restaurant where he was taking her.

Kevin held the car door for her and offered her his hand. There was an equally nervous smile as he helped her from her car. "You always sound like you're apologizing." He laughed.

"Do I?" Standing on the sidewalk now, Callie straightened her flower dress. She'd been futzing with it all night. It didn't fit her as good as it had a few years ago-- her belly hadn't completely bounced back after the baby, and nursing had swollen her breasts almost a full cup size larger than their usual 36DD size. But tonight was her third date with Kevin, and she really wanted to look nice. And she always thought that this dress was a winner.

Kevin nodded. His eyes were starry and sparkling. Not just nervous energy. There was hope in them. Hope that this might blossom into something wonderful. "You do," he said.

"Sorry," she said with a humble honest smile.

There was a pause, and they both started to laugh. Their laughter turned into a fit of delighted giggles. Kevin put his arm around her and guided Callie down the sidewalk. The restaurant was a popular hotspot, and parking around here was a bitch. It wasn't the best neighborhood, but Callie didn't mind the walk, and the night air felt good on her face. Warm, with just a slight pleasant breeze. It wafted Callie's blonde hair back from her face.

"So do you think I'll get to meet your son tonight?" Kevin ventured, slightly hesitant.

"Oh... I don't know..." Callie hesitated. She knew that this was going to be an inevitable conversation. And she'd been hoping to procrastinate it for as long as possible. Kevin knew she had a baby. But he didn't know that it wasn't her ex-husband's. That would become apparent to Kevin the moment he laid eyes on the infant, and saw the drastic difference in skin color between mother and child. Then there would be questions. Questions regarding her timeline of marriage, pregnancy, the baby, the baby's race... Not to mention why she lived with her parents again, and why her own family was hardly on speaking terms with her.

The thought of having that conversation brought a sick feeling to her stomach.

"I get it," Kevin replied, seeing the nervous look on her face. His voice was sympathetic and unassuming. "You're not ready for me to meet the family just yet. And dating since your divorce is probably weird for you. So that's cool. You can just take your time because I really like--"

A voice from a nearby front porch called out to them. "Damn baby, you got some big white titties on you!"

Callie glanced over sharply at the row home beside them. The front porch that they were passing in front of was occupied by three young black men in tank tops and red bandanas. Their tattooed arms were flexing with muscles and bravado. They were drinking beer. Familiar smelling smoke wafted from one of the hand rolled cigarettes that they were passing back and forth.

"Them titties would look even better with my big black cock squished between them!" He called out after her. His friends laughed and applauded their buddy's unabashed boldness.

"God damn, she's got some milk trucks on her," another punk agreed.

Callie's whole body had gone stiff. Kevin tightened his grip around her shoulders, holding her protectively, and keeping his eyes carefully straight forward at their destination, not daring to risk a glance at the trio. Ahead was a dark alley separating the restaurant from the corner house.

"Hey white boy, you don't mind letting us borrow your girl, do ya?" They called after the retreating couple. Kevin still not looking or acknowledging them. Callie's legs wobbly and trembling.

"We'll bring her back when we're done, almost as good as new!"

Callie and Kevin crossed the alley, and Kevin held the restaurant door for Callie. They stepped inside, but not before the punks managed to holler out one final remark.

"Bring those *big*... *white*... *titties*... back here!"

Then they were seated at the restaurant, and both Callie and Kevin could breathe a sigh of relief.

"Don't worry about those punks," Kevin said with a nervous smile, trying not to let it show that their remarks had bothered him. But they both knew.

"It's fine," Callie said with a smile. Her cheeks were cutely red beneath her big doe-like eyes, and Kevin found himself falling for her in that glance alone. "What were you saying?"

The candle that glowed between them on the table cast Kevin's sincere face into shadow.

Kevin took a deep nervous breath. "Just that I really like you. I kind of always have since high school... but I don't think you really noticed me much back then. I know it's only our third date, so I hope it's not too sappy to say... but you make me really happy."

Callie blushed again, averting her eyes from the compliment. They went to the window... she didn't think it was on purpose. But outside, she saw the three thugs still sitting on their porch, smoking and drinking...

"Me too," she replied absently.

"The food here is supposed to be pretty good," Kevin explained, thumbing through the menu and asking what she was in the mood for.

Callie nodded distantly, biting her lip, her eyes still lingering on the window and the trashy alley beyond.

Suddenly she snapped out of it and blinked apologetically at Kevin. "I'm sorry, but I just want to call my mother really quickly and check on the baby."

Kevin looked a little surprised by her sudden change in the subject, but his hopeful smile never wavered. "Oh, of course. Go ahead," he urged her.

Callie excused herself from the table and made for the front door on legs that trembled with anticipation. Her shoes clacked down the sidewalk as she crossed the alley and stood in front of the row home porch. Three sets of eyes watched her. Three cocky smirks.

"Mmmmm, hey baby," the punk on the porch grinned at her. "Want to bring them big white titties closer?"

Callie bit her lip, glancing hesitantly at the restaurant. Somewhere behind that window, Kevin was sitting alone, not aware that she hadn't bothered to take her phone with her.

Then she turned back to the trio of gang members. "Okay," she said with a nervous smile. It wasn't until she mounted the stairs that she was aware of just how wet she was.

***THE END***
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